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SUPPLEMENTARY HYMNS. 



610. S. M. 

Trayer, 



1 Come to the morning prayer, 

Come, let us kneel and pray, — 
Prayer is the Christian pilgrim's staff, 
To walk with God all day. 

2 At noon, beneath the Rock 

Of Ages, rest and pray ; 
Sweet is the shelter from the heat, 
When the sun smiles by day. 

3 At evening, shut thy door, 

Round the home altar pray ; 
And finding there the house of God, 
At heaven's gate close the day. 

4 When midnight veils our eyes, 

O, it is sweet to say, 
I sleep, but my heart waketh. Lord, 
With thee to watch and pray ! 
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All. KOSNINS AND ETEMINO. 

611. 7&6S.M. 

Morning Frayer. 

1 Go when the morning shinetb, 

Go when the noon is bright, 
Go* when the eve declineth, 

Go in the hush of night ; 
Go with pure mind and feelingi 

Fling earthly thought away, 
And in thy chamber kneeling, 

Do thou in secret pray. 

2 Remember all who love thee, 

All who are loved by thee ; 
Pray, too, for those who hate thee, 

If any such there be ; 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim. 
And link with each petition 

Thy great Redeemer's name. 

3 Or, if 'tis e'er denied thee 

In solitude to pray. 
Should holy thoughts come o'er thee, 

When friends are round thy way, 
E'en then the silent breathing. 

Thy spirit raised above. 
Will reach his throne of glory, 

Who is Mercy, Truth, and Love, 

4 O, not a joy nor blessing 

With this can we compare -— 
The power that he hath given us 
To pour our souls in prayer. 
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Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness, 
Before his footstool fall, 

Semernber, in thy gladness, 
His love who gave thee all. 



013* oS. M« 81. Hogg, altesbd. 

Praise. 

1 Lauded be thy name forever, 
Thou of life the Guard and Giver ! 
Thou who slumberest not, nor sleepest, 
Blest are they thou kindly keepest ; 
God of stillness and of motion, 

Of the rainbow and the ocean,. 
Of the mountain, rock, and river. 
Blessed be thy name forever. 

2 God of evening's yellow ray ; 
God of yonder dawning day. 
That rises from the distant sea. 
Like breathings from eternity. 
Thine the flaming sphere of light, 
Thine the darkness of the night ; 
God of life, that fade shall never, 
GHory to thy name forever ! 

618.. L. M. Kibble. 

Morning* 

New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restcfffici tQ life, and po^s^er, and thought 
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61Z|;' '" MORXIXG AND EVENINtJ. ■ 

2 New mercies, each Teturnirig day, 
Hover around tis while we pray ; 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

3 If on our daiily course our ihind 
Be set, to hallow all we find^ 

New treasures stiU, of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 

4 O, could we learn that sacrifipe, 
What lights would all around us use ! 
How would our hearts with wisdom talk 
Along life's dullest, dreariest walk ! 

6 Seek we no more ; content with these, 
Let present rapture, comfort, ease, 
As Heaven shall bid them, come and go — 
The secret this of rest below. 

6 Only, O Lord, in thy dear love. 
Fit us for perfect rest above. 
And help us, this and every day, 
To live more nearly as we pray. 

614. L. M. Watts. 
God^8 Olory in Ckriat. 

1 Now to the Lord a noble song ; 
Awake, my soul, awake, my tongue ; 
Hosanna to the eternal name, 

And all his boundless love proclaim. 

2 See where it shines in Jesus' face. 
The brightest image of his grace ; 
God, in the person of his Son, 
Has all his mightiest works outdone. 
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MOSNING ANO £V£NING*, 61«3F« 

3 The spacious eaxth and spreading flood 
Proclaim the wise and powerful God; 
And thy rich glories from afar 
Sparkle in every rolling star. 

4 But in his looks a glory stands, 
The noblest labor of iAij hands ; 
The pleasing lustre of his eyes 
Outshines the wonders of the skies. 

6 Grace ! 'tis a charming theme ; 
My thoughts rejoice at Jesus' name ; 
Ye angels, dwell upon the sound — 
Ye heavens, reflect it to the ground. 

tf 1«F. 7 & 6s. M. Anontmous. 

A Morning Hymn. 

1 The morning light is breaking, 

The darkness disappears, 
The sons of earth are waking 

To penitential tears ; 
Each breeze ih^|t sweeps the ocean 

Brings tidings from afar 
Of nations in commotion, 

Prepared for Zion's war. 

2 Rich dews of grace come o*er us 

In many a gentle shower, 
•And brighter scenes before us 

Are opening every hour ; 
Each cry to Heaven going 

Abundant answer brings, 
And heavenly gales are blowing, 

With peace upon their wings. 
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dm, '617. MORNING AND E^ENIN^. 

8 MiBst river of salvatiori, 
Pursue thy onward way; 
Flow thou to evel^y nation, 
Nor in thy richnesis stay ; 
Stay not tiU all the lowly 

Triumphant reach their home ; 
Stay riot till all the holy 
^ . Proclaim the Lord has come, 

616. 12s. M. 

Prayer for the Fatherle^. 

1 When the sun gloriously comes forth from the 

ocean, 
Making earth beautiful, chasing shadows 

away, . 

Thus do we offer thee our prayer of devotion, 
God of the fatherless ! guide us, guard us 

to-day. 

2 When o'er the western hiHs, the sunset tints 

blending, 
Show us how quickly^ades all that on earth 

seems bright, 
Still to unfading realms our prayer is ascending, 
God of the fatherieee ! guide us, guard us 

to-night 

617. 10s. M. Lyt«. « 
Ftayer in AfflicbUm. 

1 Abide with me ! Past falls the eventide, 
The darkness deepens ; Lord, with me abide ! 
When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O, abide with me ! 

473 
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MOHNisa .Azro evekiitg^ f Oi9#-^ 

2 Swift to its close ebbs aut life's littk day; 
Earth's joys grow diin, its glories pas^ away ; 
Change and decay in all around I s^e; : 

Thou who changest not, abide with me ! 

3 I need thy presence every passing hour; 
What but thy grace can foil the tempter's 

power ? 
Who like thyself my guide and stay can be ? 
On to the close, O Lord, abide with me ! 

4 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes; 
Shine througti the gloom, and point me to the 

skies: 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain 

Bhadowsflee; 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me ! 

618, L.M. COLLTBE. ■ 

1 Another fleeting day is gone ! 

Slow o'er the west the shadows rise ; 
Swift the soft-stealing hours have flown, 
And night's dark mantle veils the skies. 

2 Another fleeting day ^gone ! 

Swept from the rec^fs of the year ; 
And still, with every setting sun, 
Life's fading visions disappear. 

3 Another fleeting day is -gone! 

But soon a fairer shall arise : — 
A day, whose never-setting sun 
* Shall pour its light o'er cloudless skies. 
40* ^ 
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6^19*^ • M0RNIN6 AND £V£lftl«». 

4 Another fleeting day is gone ! 

In solemn silence rest, my soul, 
And bow before his awful throne, 
Who bids the morn and evening roll-^ 

61&, CM. W, 5. p. Peabodt, 

Autufhn JSvening MedMations, 

1 Behold the western evening light ! 

It melts in deepening gloom ; * 

So calmly Christians sink kway, , 

Descending to the tomb. 
The winds breathe low — the withering leaf . 

Scarce whispers from the tree ; 
So gently flows the parting breath, 

When good men cease to be. 

2 How beautiful, on all the .hills, 

The crimson light is shed ! 
'Tis like the peace the Christian gives 

To mourners round his bed. 
How mildly on the wandering cloud 

The sunset beam is cast ! 
'Tis like the memory left behind. 

When loved ones breathe their last. 

3 And now above tHiidews of night 

The yellow star appears ; 
So faith springs in the hearts of those 

Whose eyes are bathed in tears. 
But soon the morning's happier light 

Its glories shall restore ; 
And eyelids that are sealed in death 

Shall wake to close no mcN^e. 
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MQ8RIKCS'. AND £V£NING. 690) M|f# 

emo. CM. BaowK. 

p Evening Meditation, 

1 I LOVE to steal a while away 

From every cumbering care, 
And spend the hours of setting day 
In humble, grateful prayer. . 

2 I love to think on mercies past, . 

And future good implore, 
And all my. c^es and sori^ows cart 
On Him whom J adore. 

3 I love by faith to take a view 

Of brighter scenes in heaven ; 
The prosper doth my strength renew. 
While here by tempests driven. 

4 Thus, whenJife's toilson^e day is o*er. 

May its departing ray 
Be calm as this impressive hour. 
And lead to endless day. 

681 • 7s. M. FUENESS. 

Sang in the Night. 

1 Slowly, by God's hand unfurled, 
Down around the weary world 
Falls the darkness ; O, how still 
Is the working of his will I 

2 Mighty Spirit, ever nigh !. 
Work in me as silently ; 

Veil the day's distracting sights, 
Show me beavei^'s eternal Ughte* 
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I, 633. MOBHIWG AND EVENING.. 

3 Living stars to view be brought 

In the boundless realms of thought, 
High and iefinite. desires, 
Flaming like those upper fires* 

4 Holy truth, eteraal right, 

Left thern break upon my sight ; 
Let them shine «ereaae and atill, ; 
And with light my being fill. 

633. 7s. M. EpiscbPAii CbLL. 

Evening Devotion, 

1 Softly now the light of day 
Fades upon my sight away ; 
Free from care, from labttrfree, 
Lord, I would commune with thee. 

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye 
Nought escapes, without, within. 
Pardon each infirmity. 

Open fault and secret sin. 

3 Soon for me the light of day 
Shall forever pass away, 
Then, from sin and sorrow free. 
Take me. Lord, to dwell with thee. 

N. 

633. 8 & 7s. M. 0. R6bbJn8. 

Sabbath Evening Worship. 

1 Lo ! the day of rest declineth ; 

Gather fast the shades of night : 
May the Sun, that ever shineth. 
Fill our gouls with heavenly light 
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Morning A1«D :EVENti96. . .. Q]%i^ 

2 Softly Bdw the' d«w is falling;-; ' [; 

P^feice o^erHll the scene is spread; 
On his children, tneekiy' calling, 
Purer infliience God will shed^/ 

3 While thine ear of, love a^d^^^sing, 

Thus pur- parting bynm we sing : 
Father, give thi»e< evening Wessing ; 
Fold us safe beneath tby: wing, / 

6a4, P.M. S.F. Adams, 
Nearer to God, 

1 Nearer, my God, to thee — 

Nearer to thee ! 
E'en though it be a cross 

That raiseth me, 
Still all my song would be, 
Nearer, my Grod, to thee — 

Nearer to thee ! 

2 Though, like the wandeirer, 

Th6 sun gone down, 
Darkness be over me, 

My re^t a stone, 
Yet in my dreams Fd be 
Nearer, my God, to thee — 

Nearer to thee ! 

, 3 There let the way appear . 
Steps unto heaven ; 
All that thou sendest me 
' In mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon rao 
Nearer, my God, to thee — 
Nearer to thee ! 
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4 TJien with my waking thought*- 

Bright with thy praisie, 
Out of my stony griefe 

Bethel rU raise ; 
So by my woes to be 
NeareFj my God, to thee — - 

Nearer to thee ! 

5 Of if on joyful wing 

Cleaving the sky, 
Sun, moon, and stars forgot, 

Upwards I fly. 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to thee — ; 

Neajrer to thee ! 



635. 8, 8, & 6s» M. From THE Geemak. 

Nature praiamgf^ Oad. 

O, COME and sing your Maker's name ; 
With cheerful thanks his praise proclaim) 

For ye are all his own ; 
All, from the angel to the worm, 
The vernal breeze, the raging atorm. 

Confess him Lord alone. 

He gives the world yon orb of light ; 
He bids the moon shine mildly bright ; 

He wieldsthe balanced earth ; 
He makes the seasoAS du^y yield ; 
His dews refresh the grassy field, 

And give its treasures birth. 
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PitAlSfe ANi) THANKSGllViNO. 09l0. 

3 His rainbow still proclaims on htgh 
That mercy, td repentance nigh, 

Which never shall abate ; 
The morning on the midnight calls, 
The day exclaims till evening falls, 

That God is good and great ; — 

4 Great when the thunder rolls along. 
Great in the streams of ocean strong, . 

The light, the fountains sweet . 
Great God, if thus thy praises be. 
Make this devoted heart to thee 

A sanctuary meet. 

636. C. M. Bryant. 

Asking Ood^s Pity and Orace. 

1 O God, whose dread and dazzling brow . 

Love never yet forsook. 
On those who seek thy presence now 
In deep compassion look. 

2 For many a frail and erring heart 

Is in thy holy sight, 
And feet too willing to depart 
From the plain way of right. 

3 Yet pleased the humble prayer to hear. 

And kind to all that live. 
Thou, when thou seest the contrite tear, 
Art ready to forgive, 

4 Lord, aid us with thy heavenly grace 

Our truest bliss to find. 
Nor sternly judge our erring race, 
So feeble and so blind. 

479 
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SBA^NB AV.9 THANKS^Vma. 

e37. G. p. M. Ret. H. Moobs. 
O^d is Love. 

1 My God, thy boundless love I praise ; 
How bright on high its glories blaze ! 

How sweetly bloom below ! 
It streams from tbine eternal throne ; 
Through heaven its joys forever ran, 

And o'er the earth they flow. 

2 'Tis love that paints the purple morn, 
And bids the clouds, in air upborne, 

Their genial drops distil ; 
In every vernal beam it glows, 
And breathes in every gale that blows. 

And glides in every rill. 

3 It robes in cheerful green the ground. 
And pours its flowery beauties round, 

Whose sweets perfume the gale ; 
Its bounties richly spread the plain, 
The blushing fruit, the golden grain, 

And smile in every vale. 

4 But in thy word we see it shine 
With grace and glory more divine. 

Proclaiming sins forgiven ; 
There Faith, bright cherub, points the way 
To realms of everlasting day 

And opens all her heaven. 

5 Then let the love that makes me blest 
With cheerful praise iasptFe my breast. 

And ardent gratitude ; 
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^KAtsK And THAMXsc^ivn^. 

And all my thoughts and passions tend 
To thee, my Father and my Frietid, 
My soul's eternal good. 



038* H. M. BODDRIDOE. 

Christ seen qf AngeU. 

1 O, YE immortal throng 

Of angels round the throne, 
Join with our feeble song 

To make the Saviour known; 
On earth ye knew 
His wondrous grace ; 
His beauteous face 
In heaven ye view. * 

2 Ye saw the heaven-born child 

In human flesh arrayod. 
Benevolent and mild, 

While in the manger laid ; 
And praise to God, 
And peace on earth, 
For such a birth, 
Proclaimed aloud. 

3 Around his sacred tomb 

A willing watch ye keep, 
Till the blest moment come 
To rouse him from his sleep ; 
Then rolled the stone, 
And all adored 
Your ridng Lord 
With joy unknown. 
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099* PRAISE AND THANKSGIVIJNQ. 

4 When all arrayed in light, 

The shining Conqueror rode, 
Ye hailed his rapturous flight 
Up to the throne of God, 
And waved around 
Your golden wings 
And sta-uck your strings 
Of sweetest sound. 

5 The warbling notes pursue, 

And louder anthems raise, 
While mortals sing with you 
Their own Redeemer's praise ; 
And thou, my heart, 
With equal flame, 
And joy the same. 
Perform thy part 

6S9.. L. M. Watm. 

Praise and blessed Privilege. 

1 Sweet is the work, my God, my King, 
To praise thy name, give thanks, and aing- 
To show thy love by morning light, 

And talk of all thy truth at night. 

2 Sweet is the sacred day of rest ; 

No mortal cares shall seize my breast ; 
O, may my heart in tune be found, , 
Like David's harp of solemn sound. 

3 But I shall share a glorious part 
When grace hath well refined my heart, 
And fresh supplies of joy are shed, 
Like holy oil, to cbeer my bead. 
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PRAISE AND THANKSGIVING. 630, ASl* 

4 Then shall I see, and hear, and know, 
All I desired or wished below, 
And every power find sweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 

630. C. M. ^Mj^^Mc^- 
Earth an Emblem of Heaven. 

1 The earth, all light and loveliness, ' 

In summer's golden hours, 
Shines, in her bridal vesture clad, 

And crowned with festal flowers, ' 

So radiantly beautiful. 

So like to heaven above, 
We scarce can deem more fair that world 

Of perfect bliss and love. 

2 Is this a shadow, faint and dim. 

Of that which is to come ? 
What shall the unveiled splendor be 

Of our celestial home, 
Where waves the glorious tree of life, 

Where streams of bliss gush free. 
Anil all is glowing in the bght 

Of immortality I 

tfSl. , L. M.. Mbs. GnjcAx. 
The Sabbath. 

We bless thee for this sacred day, 
Thou, who hast every blessing given, 

Which sends the dreams of earth away. 
And yields a glimpse of opening heaven. 
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ATTRIBUTES OF GOD. 

2 Rich day of holy, tboughtfnl rest, 

May we enjoy thy calm repose, 
And, in thy service truly blest, 

Forget the world, its joys and woes. 

3 ^Lord, may thy truth upon the hecurt 

C * . Nqsv'liaLll, and dwell as heavenly dew, 

And flowers of grace in freshness start. 

Were once the weeds of error grew. 

4 May Prayer now lift her sacred wings. 

Contented with that aim alone, 
Which bears her to the King of kings, 
And rests her at his sheltering throne. 

632. L. M. s. F. ADAjttB. 

God^s Caref(yr AU, 

1 He sendeth sun, he sendeth shower ; 
Alike they're needful to the flower ; 
And joys and tears alike are sent 
To give the soul fit nourishment 
As comes to me or cloud or sun. 
Father, thy will, not mine, be done. 

2 Can loving children e'er reprove 

With murmurs whom they trust and love ? 

Creator, I would ever be 

A trusting, loving child to thee. ^ 

As comes to me or cloud or sun. 

Father, thy will, not mine, be (^gc^- 

8 O, ne'er will I at life repine. 

Enough that thou hast made it mine ; 
When falls the shadow cold of death, 
I yet will sing, with parting breath, 
Ab comes to me or cloud or sun, 
Father, thy will, not mine, be done. 
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PBOVPENCB OF QOn. 

633. C. M. LTa<LQA?H. 
G&cPa Presence, 

1 O, IT is hard to work for God, 

To rise ai^ take his part, 
Upon tkiB foattle^&eld of earth, 
And not sometiines lose heart ! 

2 He hides himself so wondrously,' 

As though t^iere were no God ; 
He is least seen when all the powers 
Of ill are most abroad ; 

3 Or he deserts us at the hour 

The fight is all but lost. 
And seems to leave us to ourselves 
Just when we need him most. 

4 111 masters good ; good seems to change 

To ill with greatest ease ; 
And, worst of all, the good with good 
Is at cross purposes. 

5 It is not so, but so it looks ; 

And we lose courage then ; 
And doubts will come if God hath kept 
His promises to men. 

6 Ah ! God is other than we think ; 

His ways are far above. 
Far beyond reason's height, and reached 
Only by chUd-like love. 
41* ^^ 
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PKOVIDENCfi OT* GOD. 



634. CM. Ltba Cath. 

God^s Presence, 

1 The look, the fashion of God'a ways 

Love's life-long study are ; 
She can be bold, and guess, and act, 
When reason would not dare. 

2 She has a prudence of her own ; 

Her step is firm and free ; 
Yet there is cautious science, toa, 
In her simplicity. 

3 Workman of God ! O, lose not heart, * 

But learn what God is like ; 
And in the darkest battle field 
Thou shalt know where to strike, 

4 O, blessed is he to whom is given 

The instinct that can tell 
That God is on the field, when he 
Is most invisible. 

6 And blessed is he who can divine 
Where real right doth lie, 
And dares to take the side that seems 
Wrong to man's blindfold eye. 

6 O, learn to scorn the praise of men ! 

O, learn to lose with God ! 
For Jqsus won the world through shame, 
And beckons thee his road. 

7 For right is right, since God is God, 

And right the day must win ; 
To doubt would be disloyalty. 
To falter would be sin. 
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iHlOVIPEJNCE OF GOP. 63S, 



OSS« C. M* ObT(^VI££E. 

ITie Power of Prayer. 

1 Thsb£ is an eye that never sleej^s 

Beneath the wing of night ; 
There is an ear that never shuts, 
When sink the beams of light. 

2 There is an arm that never tires, 

When human strength gives way ; 
There is a love that never fails, 
When earthly loves decay. 

3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs; 

That arm upholds the sky ; 
That ear is filled with angel songs ; 
Th^t love is throned on high. 

4 But there's a power which man can wii^Id 

When mortal aid is vain, 
That eye, that arm, that love to reach, 
That listening ear to gain. «§ 

6 That power is prayear, which soars on high, 
Through Jesus, to the throne ; 
And moves the hand which moves the world, 
To bring salvation down ! 

«30. L. M. 61. "" Jtt. MooBE. 
Ood seen in all Things^ 
1 Thou art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see ; 
Its glow by day, its smile by ilight, 

Are but reflections caught from thee ; 
Where'er we turn, thy glories shine, 
And all things fair and bright are thine. 
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#j|r|*; FROylI>£NC£ OF GOB. 

2 When day, with ferewell beam, delayis, >] 

Among the opening clouds of even, 
And we can almost think we gaze 

Through golden vistas into heaven, 
Those hues that make the sun's decline 
So soft, so radiant, Lord^ are thine. 

3 When night, with wings of starry gloom, 

Overshadows all the earth and skies. 
Like some dark, beauteous birdy whose plUme 

Is sparkling witrh unnumbered eyes, — 
That sacred gloom, those fires divine, ; 
So grand, so countless. Lord, are thine. 

4 When youthful spring around us breathes, 

Thy spirit warms her fragrant sigh. 
And every flower the summer wreathes. 

Is born beneath thy kindling eye ; 
Where'er we turn, thy glories shine. 
And all things fair and bright are thine. 



637. L. M. Watts. 

GooPs Angels. 

1 High on a hill of dazzling light 

The King of Glory spreads his seat, . 
And troops of angels, stretched for flight. 
Stand waiting round his awful feet. 

2 Thy winged troops, O God of hosts. 

Wait on thy wandering church below : 
Here we are sailing to thy coasts ; 
Let angels be our convoys too. 
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SCRIPTURES* 



Are they iiot all thy servants, Lord ? 

At thy command tbey.go and;come, 
With cheerful haste obey thy word, 

And guard their children to their home. 

638. S;M.. KTaylob. 

The Bible, 

1 It is the one true light, 
When other lamps grow dim, 

'Twill n6ver burn less purely bright, 
Nor lead astray from Him. 
It is Love's blessed band, 
That reaches from the throne 

To him — 'Whoe'er he be — whose hand 
Will seize it for his own ! 

2 It is the golden key 
Unto celestial wealth, 

Joy to the sons of poverty. 
And to the sicli man, health ! 
The gently proffered aid 
Of One who knows and best 

Supplies the beings He has made 
With what will make them blest. 

3 It is the sweetest sound 
That infant years can hear, 

Travelling across that holy ground. 

With God and angels near. 

There rests the weary head, 

There age and sorrow go ; 
And how it smooths the dying bed| 

O, let the Christian show ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



639. L. M. BowKiNo. 

Tlie Gospel. 

1 Upon the Gospel's sacred page 

The gathered beams of ages shine ; 
And, as it hastens, every age 
But make$ its brightness more divine. . 

2 On mightier wing, in loftier flight, 

From year to year does knowledge soar, 
And, as it soars, the Gospel light 
Adds to its influence more and more. 

3 Truth, strengthened by the strength of thought. 

Pours inexhaustible supplies. 
Whence sagest teachers may be taught, 
And wisdom's self become more wise. 

4 More glorious still as centuries roll, 

New regions blest, new powers unfurled, 
Expanding with the expanding soul. 
Its waters shall overflow the world ; — 

6 Flow to restore, but not destroy ; 

As when the cloudless lamp of day 
Pours out its floods of light and joy, 
And sweeps each lingering mist away. 

640. CM. 

The CoronatioTL 

1 All hail, the power of Jesus' name ! 
Let angels prostrate fall : 
Bring forth the royal diadem. 
And crown him Lord of all ! 
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2 Crown him, ye martyrs of our God, 

Who from his altar call ; , , ? 
Extol the stem of Jesse's rod, 
And crown him Lord of all! 

3 Ye chosen sded of Israel's race, 

A remnant weak and small^ 
Hail him who saves you by hii^ grace/ 
And crown him Lprd of alJL! . 

4 Ye Gentile sinners, ne'er forget 

The wormwood and the gall ; 
Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 
And; crown him Lord of all! 

6 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial bally . / 

To him all majesty ascribe. 
And crown him Lord of all! 

6 O, that with yonder sacred throng, 
We at his feet may fall ! 
We '11 join the everlasting song, 
. And crowp him Lord of all ! 



641. S. M. Hammond. 

" The Song of the Lamb.*' liev. xv. 3, 4. 

1 Awake, and sing the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb! 
Wake, every heart, and every tongue, 
To praise the Saviour's nan^e ! 
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2 Sing of hi« dying love ; 

Sing of his rasing power: 
Sing iiow he intercedes above 
For those whose sin^ he bore. 

3 Sing, till we feel our hearts 

Ascending with our tongues ; 
Sing, till the love of sin departs, 
And grace inspires our songs. 

4 Sing, on your heavenly way, 

Ye ransomed sinners, sing ! 
Sing on, rejoicing every day 
In Christ, th' exalted King. 

5 Soon shall we hear him say, 

" Ye blessed children, come!" 
Soon will he call us hence away 
To our eternal home. 

6 Soon shall our raptured tongue 

His endless praise proclaim, 
And sweeter voices tune the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb* 



649. C. M. WATTg. 

Ftaise to the Larnb^ 

1 Behold the glories of the Lamb 
Amidst his Father's throne : 
Prepare new honors for his name. 
And songs before unknown. 
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2 Let elders worship- at bis febt^ 

The church adore around, i « 
With vials 'ftdi of odors sweet, = • - 
And harps of; sw^etear^ sound* « ". . • 

3 Those are the prayers of all the saints, 

And these the hyrhiis they rais6 :' 
Jesus is kind to our complaints, 
He loves to hear our praise, 

4 Now to the Lamb, that once was slain, 

Be endless t^les^ings paid; 
Salvation, glory, joy remain 
Forever on tby head* 

6 The worlds cff nature and of gt'ace 
Are put benieath thy power ; 
Then shorten these delaying days 
And bring the prom^ised hotir. 

64S. C. P. M. Medley. 

Song of Ftdise to CktUL 

1 O, COULD I speak the matchless worth, 
O, could I sound the glories forth, 

Which ih my Saviour shine, 
rd soar, and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabriel, while he sings, 

In notes -almost divine. 

2 Fd sing the characters he bears, 
And all the forms of love he wears, 

Exalted on his throne : 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I would, to everiasting days, 

Make all his glories lmown« 
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3 Well, the^deifightftil day Wffl cbm^, ^? 
When my dear -Lord will bring me fomet, 

And I shall see his face ; • < " '^ 

Then, with ray Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
A blest eternity I '11 spend. 

Triumphant in his grace. 



644* C. M. Scotch Fabaphkase. 

-4 Suffering 8aviowr» 

1 The Saviour comes ! no outward pdmp 

Bespeaks his presence nigh ; 
No earthly beauties in him shine, 
To draw the cgurnal eye. . 

2 Fair as a blooming, tender flower 

Amidst the desert grows ; 
So, slighted and despised by m^n, . 
The heavenly Saviour rose. 

3 They held him as condemned by heaven, 

An outcast from his God ; 
While for their sins he giioaned and bled 
Beneath his Father's rod. 

4 With sinners in the dust he lay, 

The rich a grave supplied ; 
Unspotted was his blameless life, 
Unstained by sin he died. 

5 His soul rejoicing shall behold 

The purchase of his pain ; 

And every sinner by him saved 

Shall bless Messiah's reign. 
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JESFS CHBIST. 041^ ' 

6 He died to bear tlie. guilt of fnen, 
. Tibat fiin might be fof giveii ; , r- : ; 
He lives to bles3 tbejn^ aiid defend, 
And pleftd itbeiK cause in ji^javen. , , / 



645. 7s. M. cowPEB. 

1 Hark, my soul ! it is the Lord ; 
'T is thy Sayioiit ^ hear his Word : 
Jesus spe(8d&s, and speaks t>o tbee^-^ 
" Say, pocMT rSinHer, tovest thou me ? 

2 " I delivered th.ee when bound, 

And, wjien Weeding, healed thy wound; 
Sought thee Yf§ij4©riag* set tJik^e yjght, 
Turned thy (J^rtpess intp lig^it. 

3 " Can a woman's tender care 
Cease towards the child she bare ? 
Yes, she may forgetful he, 

Yet will I remember thee. 

4 " Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
When the work. of grace is done; 
Partner of jpay. throne g^halt be ; 
Say, poor sinper, lovest thou xr^e ? ", 

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint, 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love thee, and adore, — 
O, for grace to love thee more ! 
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646) 647* J£SUS CHRIST^ 

646. 7&6S. H. MONTQOXEI^^ 

Kingdom of Cfhrist' ' 
i Hjlij. to the Lord's Anointed, 
Great David's greater Son ; 
Hail, in thie time appointed, 
His reign on earth begun^ 
He comes to break oppresrfon, 

To set the capttve free, 
To take away. l;c^Lipgres3ion, . . 
And, r pie in equity. , . . ; . 

2 Before him on tiie moiimtains, '• 

Shall VeneGy the hemldygo;. . ^^ 
And righteousness in fountains 

From hill to valley flow. 
For him shall prayer unceasing^ *' 

And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, ' ' . 

A kingdom without en4« ; 

3 O'er iBvery foe victorious, 

He on his throne shall rest ; 
From age to age more glorious, ' 

All blessing and all blest. 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove ; 
His name shall stand forever; 

That name to us is Love. 

647. 11 & 10s. M. Hebeb. 
Birth of Jesus, 
1 Brightest and best of the sons of tb^ morning. 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid ; 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning. 
Guide where the infant Redeemer is laid. 
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JESUS GHBIST. . ^Ji8« 

2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops ate shining ; 

liOw' lies his head \\?ith th^ beasts* of the stall ; 
Angels bend o'er himj in' slumber reclining, — 
Monarch, Redeemer, Restorer 6t all. 

3 Say, shall we. yield him, in costly devption, 

Odors of Edomy and offerings divine ? 
Gems of the mountain,' and pearls of theK)cean, 
Rlyrrh from the forest, or gold fromthe mine ? 

4 Vainly we oflfer each ample oblation, 

Vainly with gold would his favor secure ; 
Richer by far. ds' the' hearts adoration ; ' 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

648, C. M. 81, E. H. SBAR9. 
Christmas Qarols. 

1 It came upon the midnight clear, 

That glorious song of old. 
From angels bending near the earth, 

To touch their harps of gold : — 
" Peace on the earth — good will to men 

From heaven's all-gracious King " — 
The world in solemn stillness lay 

To hear the angels sing. 

2 Still through ^e cloven skies they come 

With peaceful wings unfurled, 
And still their heavenly music floats 

O'er all the weary world ; 
Above its sad and lonely plains 

They bend on heavenly wing. 
And ever o'er its Baber sounds 

The blessed angela sing, 
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JESUS CHRIST. 

d' Yet with the w;oes of sin and strife 

The world he^th sufiered long ; , , j 

Beneain the angel strain have rolled 

Two thousand years of wrong ; 
And man, at war with tnan, hears not - 

' The lox'e song which they bring— ^ 
O hush the noise, ye men of strife, 

And heiar the^^ngels sing ! 

4 And ye, beneath Hffe*& (Crashing load 
* Whose forms arfe- bending low, 
Who toil along the climbing way 

With painfdr steeps and slow ; 
Look, now ! for glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the \ving-r 
O, rest beside the weary road, 

And hear the angels sing I 

5 For, lo, the days are hastening on, 

By prophet bards foretold, 
When with the ever-circling years, 

Comes round the age of gold ; 
When peace shall over all the earth 

Its ancient splendors fling. 
And the whole world send back the song 

Which now the angels sing. 

64dw L.M. H.K.WH1TB. 

Std^ of BetUmem, 

When, marshalled on the nightly plain. 
The glittering host bestud the sky. 

One Star alone, of all the train. 
Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 
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JESUS CHRIST. 4ftS0« 

2 Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks, 

Frotii every host, from every gfernf; ^ ^ 
But one alone the Saviotrr epeakd, ^'■ 
It is the Star Off Bethkienl !' ' ' 

3 Onqe on the raging fieas I ro4e ; . i ■ 

The storm w,a8 loiid, the night wsj^dark; 
The oceaa yawne49 a,qd.ru4!^ly blQweil 
The wind ths^t tps^ed my fouader^l^ bark. 

4 Deep hoirorthefi.ipy courage froze; ; , » 

Death-'Staruck, I ceased the tide to ^tem ; 
When suddenly a star arose, — . ^ 

It was the Star of Bethlehem ! 

6 It was my guide, my light, my all; ' 
It bade niy dark forebodings cease ; 
And, through the storm and danger's thmll, 
It led me to the port of pe^ce. 

6 Now, safely moored, ray perils o'er, 
I'll sing, first in night's diadem, 
Forever, and fbrevermore, — 

The Star— the Star of BeUilehem ! 



6«o. P.M. ; ' 

Triumph of Christianity, 

1 Daughter of Zion, awake from thy sadness ! 
Awake ! for thy foes shall oppress thee no 
more ; 
Bright o'er thy hills dawns the.Day-6tar 6f 
gladness ; 
. Arise! for the'hlghtof thy sorrow is o'er, 



499 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



OJfi* JESUS CHRIST^. 

2 Strong were thy foes^ but the w:tti that subdue]! 

t'hem, 
Ahd scattered their legions, wa& migh^er 
far ; 
They fled like the chaff fron^ the scourge that 
pursued them, . ' 

Vaiu were their steeds and their chariotp of 
V war. 

3 Daughter of Zion, the Power that hath saved 

tbeey .':'-,« 

Extolled with the harp and the timbrel should 

be; 
Shout ! for the foe is destroyed that enslaved 

thee; 
The oppressor ila vanquished, and Zion is 

free. 

Not where to lay his liead. 

1 O'er the dark Wave of Galilee 

The gloom of twilight gathers fast, 
And oa the waters drearily 

Descends the fitful evening blast. 

2 The weary bird hath left the air, 

And sunk into his sheltered nest; 
The wandering beast has sought his lair, 
And laid him down to welcome rest 

3 Still, near the lake, with weary tread, 

Lingers a form of human kind ; 
And on his lone, unsheltered head 

Flows the chill nigbt-damp of the wind. 
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4'^hfiee^sim not a homeAof te^t^l .: ^ v ^ 
Why seeks he not a pillowed t>e4- 

^ "^ * Beasts hftve their dtens^ tibe f Mr4 tts n^st j 
He hath not where to lay his he94* 

5 Such was the irit lie freely' chde^i '• ' - 

To bless, to ^ save the hurfidh: fac^ ; 
And through fes poverty thehj flxiws^ ' '^ 
A rich, full stream of heavenly girace. 

■ ■ ■ '•■': ■ ^ •. -^ '','■- ■-•' '■■ ' » '■ '-. f 'r 

659. CM. Mrs.Hehakb. 

c/e«/5 stiUhig the Tempest: 

1 Fbab WftB \yitjiin the tossing bark, 

When stormy winds grew loud, , 
And wave^ jca,me rolling, high and dark. 
And the tall mast was bowed. 

2 And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And ballad in their skill ; : . 
But One was there, wto rose and said 
To the t^Ud sea, "Be still ! '* 

3 And the wind cfeased,-— it ceased! that Word 

Passed through the storniy sky ; 
The troubled billoWs fenew Ifreir Lord, 
Afld sank- beneath Ms eye; 

4 And slumber settled ori the defep, 

And silence 6ti the blast. 
As when the righteous fiStlls asleep. 
When death's fl€*6e throeia are past 

6 Thou^ that didst bow the billow's pride, 

Subdue us to thy will ; 
Speak, speak to passion's raging tide. 
Speak and say, "Peace! be still!" 
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it|[i4^ 6S4. JEStrS CHHIST. 

6S3. L. M. CoypEB!." 

1 The billowfe swell, thev^inds arfe high, ^ 
Clouds overcgist my wintry sky ; 
Out of the depths to thee I call J 
My fears are great, my strength is small. 

3 O Lord J the* piiot^s part' perfdrm^ . . ; ; 
And guard and guide me through the storm ; 
Defend me from each tfareaEtening Ult 
Control the waves; say, "Peaoe! be still!" 

3 Amidst the roaring of the sea, 

My soul still hangs her hope on tfiee ; 
Thy constant love, thy faithftil fe'dfe, 
Is all that saves me from despair. 

4 Though tempest-tost and half a wreck, 
My Saviour through the floods I seek ; 
Let neither winds nor stormy main ' 
Force back my shattered bark again. 

6S4. 11 & 10s. M. 

The Widow of Nadru 

1 Wake not, O mother, sounds of lamentation ! 

Weep npt, O widow ; weep not hppelessly ! 
Strong is his arm, the bringer of §?ilvation ; 
Strong is the word of God to succor thee. 

2 Bear forth the cold corpse ; slowly, slowly bear 

him; 
Hide his pale features with the sable pall : 
Chide not the sad one wildly weeping near him ; 
Widowed and childless, she has lost her alL 
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3 Why pause the mourners ? who forbids their 

weeping? * -^^ 

Who the dark pomp.of sorrow hath delayed ? 
" Set down the bier,,-^- he, is not dead, but 

sleeping.; 
Young man> arise!" He spake, and was 

obeyed* 

4 Change then, O said one, grief to exMltatioi3i ;. 

Worship, a«id' fall before Messiab'^kne^v 
Strong was bis an%' thle Brings of Salvation; 
Sla*ong Sxras the word of God to snccpr thee. 



Gethsemam* 

1 'T IS midnight; and on Olive's bj^w 

The star is dinxmed thgit lately shone ; 
'Tis midnight; in the garden^ now, 
The sufferixig Saviour prays alone. 

2 'Tis midnight; and from all removed, 

Immanuel wrestles lone with fears ; 
E'en the disciple that he loved 

Heeds not his Master's grief and tears. 

3 'Tis midnight; and for others' guilt 

The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood ; 
Yet he that hath in anguish knelt 
Is not forsaken of his God. 

4 'Tis midnight; and from ether plains 

Is borne the song that angels know ; 
Unheard by mortals are the strains 

That sweetly soothe the Savi<:)ur's woe. 
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|l|lft, 6S7. JESUS: CHUiST. 

6S6. C. M. Baxtba. 

^ ■ ' Following Christ, " 

1 Christ leads me through no darker rooms 

Thao he ^ent through . before : . » 
He that into God's kingdom comes 
Must enter by this door. 

2 Com^., l^prd, when .graqe hath ms^de m^ meet 

Thy blessed face to see ; 
For if thy work, on eoJ^th be sweet, 
What must thy glory be ? 

3 Then I shall end my sad complaints, 

And weary, sinful days, 
And join with those triumphant saints 
That sing Jehovah's praise. 

4 My knowledge oiF that life is small ; 

The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 't is enough that Christ knows all. 
And I shall be with him ! 



6S7* 6 & 10s. M» Mbb. Miles. 

Christ our Example in Suffering, 

1 Thou who didst stoop below, 
To drain the cup of woe, 
And wear the form of frail mortality, 
Thy blessed labors done, 
Thy glorious victory won. 
Hast passed from earth — passed to thy home on 
high. 
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J ISSUS CHRIST. ' * * * Btfti? 

2 Our vision may not trace 

In ihy celestial fa<3Je ' <'• ^^ 
The image of the bright, the viewless One ; 
Nor may thy servants bear, 
Save with faith*s rap1?Eired ear, 
Thy voice of tenderness, God^s holy Son. 

3 Although we see thee not, 
Yet thou hast not forgot 

Those who have placed their hope, their truj^t, in 
thee; 
Before thy Father's fade 
Thou hast prepared a place, ' 

That where thou art they evermore shall be. 

4 It was no path of flowers. 
Through this dark world of ours, 

Beloved of the Father, thou didst' tre&d ; 
And shall we, iu dismay. 
Shrink from the narrow way, 

When storms and darkness are around it spread ? 

6 O Thou, who art our life, 
Be with us through the strife ; 

Thy holy head by earth's fierce storms was bowed ; 
Raise Thou our eyes above, 
To see the Father's love 

Beam like a bow of promise through the cloud. 

6 And O, if thoughts of gloom 
Should hover o'er the tomb. 
That light of love our guiding star shall be ; 
Our spirits shall not dread 
The shadowy way to tread, 
Friend, Guardian, Saviour, which doth lead to thee. 
43 ^ 
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658. li. M. >Cbs. JMtixoifl. 

-4 cry ybr iTt^^j?. - 

1 Thou, infinite in love ! 

Guide this bewildered mind, 
Which, like the trembling dove, 

No resting-pl^ce can find; 
On the wild waters, Go<J of light, 
Through the thick dg^rkne^s lead roe right ! 

2 Bid the fierce conflict cease. 

And fear and anguish fly ; • 
Let there again be peace, 
As in the days gone by : 
In Jesus' name I cry to thee. 
Remembering Gethsemane. 

3 Though through the future shade 

Pale phantoms I descry. 
Let me not shrink dismayed, 

But ever feel thee nigh ; 
There may be grief, and pain, and care, 
But, O my Father! thou art there. 

«(!•. 8 & 7s. M. BOWBIBTO. 

The Cross of Christ 

1 Jn the cross of Christ I glory. 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

2 When the woes of life overtake me, 

Hopes deceive and fears annoy^ 
Never shall the cross forsake me ; 
Lo ! it glows with peace and joy. 
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JESUS rCHKISTi . ' ; 

3 When the sun of bliss is beaming 

Light- aod.love upon, my w^»> 
From the cress the Tadianice streaming, 
Adds more lustre to the .<iay, , , 

4 Bane and blessing, {>aiH and pleasure, 

By the cros& are sanctified; ■ • 

Peace is thei^ that knows, no measuife, 
Joys that through all time abide. 

6 In the cross of Christ 1 glory, 

Towering o^er the wrecks of Itinifi ; ' : 
All the liglSof sacred story • 
Grathers round its head sublime: 

660. CM. St.BlJENAED. 

^nist in Christ. 

1 Jesus, tte very thought of thee 

With sweetness fills my breast j 
But sweeter far thy face to see, 
And in thy presence rest. 

2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame^ 

Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than thy blest nwie, 
O Saviour of mankind ! 

3 O, hope of every contrite heart ! 

O, joy of «11 the meek I 
To those who fall, how kind thou art ! 
How good to those who seek ! 

4 But what to those who find? Ah ! this 

Nor tongue nor pen can show. 
The love of Jesnif*, what it is, 
None but his loved ones know. 
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6i0l^^66:S. JEstrs christ. 

5 Jesuf^, OUT only joy be thou, * ' 

As ihon our prize wilt be; 
Jesus, be thou our gl<»-y»now, 
And through eternity. 

661. 8 & 7s. M* Brydoes. 

With his stripes are toe heeded, 

1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 

Which before the cross I spend ; 
Life, and health, and peace possessing, 

From the sinner's dying Friend ; 
Here alone I find my heaven. 

Humbly on the Lamb to gaze ; 
Feel how much has been forgiven. 

To his own eternal praise I 

2 Love and grief my heart dividing, 

Here I'll spend my latest breath ; 
Constant still in faith abiding. 

Life deriving from his death : 
May I still enjoy this feeling. 

In all need to Jesus go. 
Prove each day his wounds more healing, 

And himself more deeply know ! 

669. 8 & 7s. M. Taber. 

Bearing the Cross, 
1 Jesus, I my cross have taken, 
All to leave and follow thee ; 
I am poor, despised, forsaken, — 

Thou, henceforth, my all shalt be : 
Perish every fond ambition, 

All I 've sought, or hoped, or known ; 
Yet how rich is my condition ! 

God and heaven may be mine own. 
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jEsirs cmisT. 

2 Let the w^oild desplae and leave me ; 

It has left my SavioHr too : 
Human hearts and looks deoeiTe me ; 

Thou art not like them ontrae : 
Whilst thy graces shall adorn me, 

God of wisdom, love, and might, 
Foes may hate, and friends may scorn me ; 

Show thy face, and all is bright. 

3 Sonl, then know thy full salvation ; 

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Joy to find, in every station, 

Something still to do or bear ; 
Haste thee on from grace to glory. 

Armed with faith and winged with prayer ; 
An eternal day before thee 

Waits for God to guide thee there. 



663. 7s. M. TOPLADT. 

Christ our Redeemer, 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in thee ; 

Let the water and the blood, 

From thy riven side which flowed, 

Be of sin the double cure ; 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

Not the labors of my hands 
Can fulfil thy law's demands : 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow, 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and thou alone ! 
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JESVS. CHRIST. 

3 Nothing in my hand I bring; 
Simply to thy ccosa I cling; 
Naked, eome to thee for dress; 
Helpless, look to thee for grace ; 
Foul, I to thy fountain fly ; 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die ! 

4 Whilst I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eye-strings break in death, 
When I soar through tracts unknown, 
See thee on thy judgment throne, 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, # 
Let me hide myself in thee. 



664. 7s. M. c. Wbslht. 

Christ our Befuge. 

Jesvs, lover of my soul. 

Let me to thy hoisom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high : 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life be past ; 
Safe into the haven guide ; 

O, receive my soul at last. 

Other refuge have I none ; 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee ; 
Leave, ah, leave me not alone ; 

Still support and comfort me : 
All my iarust on thee is stayed ; 

All my hope from thee 1 bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 
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JESUS CHRIST. MMi 

3 Thou, O Christ, ^rt all I want ; 

More than all in thee I find ; 
Raise th«|fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the stck, and lead the blind : 
Thou of life the fountain art. 

Freely let me* tafap of thee ; 
Spring thou up \\^thln my heart, 

Rise to all eternity. 



WOtS. C. M. DODDEIDGE. 

Christ precious to the Believer, 

1 Jesus, I love thy charming name ; 

'Tis music to mine ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud 
. That earth and heaven should hear. 

2 All my capacious powers can wish 

In thee doth richly meet ; 
Not to mine eyes is light so dear. 
Nor friendship half so sweet. 

3 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 

And sheds its fragrance there ; 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 

4 FU speak the honors of thy name 

With my last laboring breath ; 
Then, speechless, clasp thee in my arms, 
The antidote of death. 
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jr&stjs cnttiST. 



^ ^90. 7 & 6s. Gerhakd. 

" sacred Meadf now to^unded ! " 

O SACRED Head, now wounded! 

With grief and shame weighed down ; 
O sacred brow, surrounded 

With thorns, thine only crown ! 
Once on a throne of glory, 

Adorned with light divine, 
Now all despised and gory, ' « 

I joy to call thee mine. 

On me, as thou art dying, 

O, turn thy pitying eye ! 
To thee for mercy crying, 

Beforie thy cross I lie. 
Thine, thine the bitter passion, 

Thy pain is all for me ; 
Mine, mine the deep transgression, 

My sins are all on thee. 

What language can I borrow, 

To thank thee, dearest Friend, 
For all this dying sorrow, 

Of all my woes the end ? 
O, can I leave thee ever ? 

Then do not thou leave me : 
Lord, let me nevej, never 

Outlive my love to thee, 

Be near when I am dying ; 

Then close beside me stand ; 
Let me, while faint and sighing, 

Lean calmly on thy hand : 
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9nm^ cs«isT. 



These eyes new faith receiving, 
Fvom thine eye ^hall nqtijip^ve; 

For he who dies believing, 
Dies safely in thy love. 



66T. 7s. M, J. gcftTT,; 

: Christ U pisen, 

1 Angel, roll the stone away ! 
Death, give up thy mighty prey ! 
See, he rises froin the tpnib, 
Glowipg in immortal bloom. 

2 Shout, ye saints, in rapturous song j 
Let the notes be sweet and stropg ; 
Hail the Son of God, this morn, 
From his sepulchi^e n^w borja I , 

3 Christians, dry ypur flowing tears j / 
Calm those unbelieving fears ; 
Doubt no more his power to save ; 
See his own desert^ grave ! 

4 Powers of heaven, seraphic firea, 
Sing, and sweep your so nnding lyres ; 
Sons of men, in joyful strain 

Hail your mighty Saviour's reign ! 

5 Every note with rapture swell. 
And the Saviour's triumph tell; 
Where, O Death, is now thy sting? 
Where thy terrors, vanquiBhed king ? 
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068)' 669. JKSTTS CHRIST. 

668. 7s. M. Episcopal Col. 

. The Resurrection of Jesus, 

1 Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day, 
Sons of men, and angels, say : 
Raise your joys and triumphs high ! 
Sing, ye heavens, and, earth, reply. 

2 Love's redeeming work is done. 
Fought the fight, the victory won : 
Jesus' agony is o'er. 

Darkness veils the earth no more. 

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal ; 
Christ has burst the gates of hell ; 
Death in vain forbids him rise, 
Christ hath opened paradise. 

4 Soar we now where he hath led, 
Following our exalted Head ; 
Made like him, like him we rise ; 
Ours the cross, the grave, the skies. 

669. L. M. 

I know that my Redeemer lives* 

1 I KNOW that my Redeemer lives, — 
What joy the blest assurance gives ! 
He lives, he lives, who once was dead ; 
He lives, my everlasting Head ! 

2 He lives to bless me with his love ; 
He lives to plead fqr me above ; 
He lives my hungry soul to feed ; 
He lives to help in time of need. 
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3 He lives, and grants me daily breath ; 
He, lives, and I sh^Jl conquer d^th ; 
He lives, my mansion to prepare ; 
He lives, to britig me safely ihere. 

4 He lives, — ajl glory to Ijis noxf^e^ — 
He lives, my Savioiir still the same; 
What joy the blest assurance gives,—, 
I know that my Redeemer lives ! 



670. P. M. n. Wi^B, Jr. 
Easter Hymn,. 

1 Lift your glad voices in triumph on high, 
For Jesus hath risen, and ras^n canno^t die. 

Vain were the terrors that gathered aiound.him, 
And short the dominion of death and the 
grave; 
He burst from the fetters of darkness that bound 
him. 
Resplendent in glory, to live and to save. 
Loud was the chorus of angels on high, — 
" The Saviour hath risen, and man sbcSl not die." 

2 Glory to God, in full anthems of joy ; 

The being he gave us death cannot destroy. 
Sad were the life we must part with to-morrow, 

If tears were our birthright, and death were 
our end ; 
But Jesus hath cheered the cjarfe valley of ^oirow, 

And bade us, immortal, tp heaven ascend. 
Lift, thtn, your voices in triumph oq high, 
For Jesus hath ri$en, and man s^^ll uot die. 
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671 • JESUS CHRIST. 

6T1. CM. 81. T.H.GM. 

Tramformed through Christ 

1 O, MEAN may seem this house of clay, 

Yet 'twas the Lord's abode ; 
Our feet may mourn this thorny way, 

Yet here Emmanuel trod ; 
This fleshly robe the Lord did wear, 

This watch the Lord did keep, 
These burdens sore the Lord did bear. 

These tears the Lord did weep. 

2 Our very frailty brings us near 

Unto the Lord of heaven ; 
To every grief, to every tear, 

Such glory strange is given ; 
But not this fleshly robe alone 

Shall link us, Lord, to thee ; 
Not always in the tear and groan 

Shall the dear kindred be. 

3 Thou to our woe who down didst come, 

Who one with us wouldst be, 
Wilt lift us to thy heavenly home, 

Wilt make us one with thee. 
Our earthly garments thou hast worn. 

And we thy robes shall wear ! 
Our mortal burdens thou hast borne, 

And we thy bliss may bear. 

4 O mighty grace, our life to live, 

To make our earth divine ; 
O mighty grace, thy heaven to give, 
And lift our life to thine ! 
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JESUS CHRIST. 673, SVStf' 

O, strange the gifts, and marvellous, 

By thee received and given ! 
Thou tookest woe and death from us, 

And we receive thy heaven. 

673. L. M. BULFINCH. 

**Did not our heart hum wUJiin w«?" 

1 Hath not thy heart within thee burned 

At evening's calm and holy hour, 
As if its inmost depths discerned 
The presence of a loftier power ? 

2 As they, who once with Jesus trod, 

With kindling breast his accents heard. 
But knew not that the Son of God 
Was uttering every burning word, — 

3 Father of Jesus, thus thy voice 

Speaks to our hearts in tones divine ; 
Our spirits tremble and rejoice. 
But know not that the voice is thine. 

4 Still be thy hallowed accents near ; 

To doubt and passion whisper peace ; 
Direct us on our journey here, 

And bid, in heaven, our wanderings cease. 

673. • S. M. J^RTGGs's Col. 

The Cominrj of Christ in Power, 

1 Lord Jesus, come ! for here 
Our path through wilds is laid ; 
We watch, as for the day spring near, 
Amid the breaking shade. 

44 517 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



6y||^' THE ClfftlSTlA'tf LirE. 

2 hdf'A JfeHiniS, cornel foi" hostb ' 
Meet on the l>att}e-plain ; 

The pati^id* riionrns, tTie tyrant boastii) - 
And tears afe fehed like rain. 

3 Lord Jesus, come ! for chains 
Are still' upon the slave; ' - 

Bind up his wounds^ relieve his pains, 
The pining bondman save. 

4 Hark ! herald voices near 
Lead on thy happier ddy ; 

Come, Lord, and our hosannas beaap ; 
We wait to strew thy way. 

5 Ck>me, as in days of old. 

With words of grace and p6\«ter ; 
Gather us all within thy fold, 
And let us stray no more. 

1tt1r4. C. M. Watts. 

** Am I a soldiet ^ the cposaf*^ 

1 Am I a soldier of the cross, 

A follower of the Lamb ! 
And shall I fear to own his cause, 
Or blush to speak his name ? 

2 Must I be carried to the skies 

On flowery beds of ease. 
While others fought to win the prize. 
And sailed through bloody seas ? 

3 Are there no foes for me to face ? 

Must I not stem the flood ? • 
Is this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God ? 
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THE CAKISTIAN LIFE. 9W9^ 



4 Sure I must jEight, if I would reigti ; . 

Increase my couEage, Lprdl , . 
I'll bear thei toil, endure the p^n, 
Supported by thy word. \ 

5 Thy saints, in ^ this glorip,us w?a:, , 

Shall conquer, though they die ^ 
They viet^^ the triurnph from ^far, 
And seize it with their eye, 

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,; 

And all thine armies shine 
In robes of victory through the skies, 
The glory shall be thine. 



. WS* 7s. M. BsiiTrMOitt. 

Inward Pe€tee, 

1 As earth's pageant passes by, 
Let reflection turn thine eye 
Inward, and observe thy breast ^ 
There alone d\|ijeli3 solid, rest. 

2 That 's a close-iramur^d towar, 
Which can mock all hostile power ; 
To thyself a tenant be. 

And inhabit safe and free. 

3 Say not that this hcm^ is smallj 
Girt up in a narrow wall ; : 

In a cleajQly, sober mind, 
Heaven itself full, i^oom, doth find, 

4 The Infinite Creator: can 
Dwell in it; and may not man? 
Here, content,, ma^^e thy abode 
With thyself and with thy God. 
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5 677. TUB CfiHlSTIAN LlFfe. 

676. "'•7».M. eoNi>»E; * 

Our daily Bread and Work, 

1 Day by day the manna fell : 
O, to learn this lesson well! 
Still by constant mercy fed, 
Give me, Lord, my daily bread. ; 

2 " Day by day/ the promise, reads;. 
Daily strength for daily needs : 
Cast foreboding fears away j 

Take the manna of to-day. ? 

3 Lord, my times are in thy hand : 

All my sangaine hoped have pktniied 

To thy wisdom I resign, 

And would make thy purpose mine. 

4 Thou my daily task shalt give ; 
Day by day to thee I live ; " * 
So shall added years fulfil, 

Not my own, my Father's wilL 



677. C. ]\I. 61. AnnaL.Wabino. 

My. times are in thy hand,' 

Father, I know that all my life 

Is portioned out for me, 
And the changes that will surely come, 
^ I do not fear to see ; 
But I ask thee for a present mind 
• Intent on pleasing thee. 
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THR CHBISTUN WFE. ; • 098. 

I ask thee for a thonghtful love, 

Through constant watching,, wise 
To meet the glad with joyful smiles, 

And wipe the weeping eyes ; 
And a heart at leisure from itself 

To soothe and sympathize; ' 
I would not hav6 the restless will 

That hurries to and fro, 
Seeking for some great thing to do, 

Or secret thing to know ; 
I would be treated as a child, 

And guided where I go. 
Wherever in the world I am, 

In whatsoe'er estate, 
I have a fellowship with hearts 

To keep and cultivate ; 
And a work of lowly love to do 

For the Lord on whom I wait. 

678. CM. 61. Anka L. Waking. 

My times are in thy hand. 
I ASK thee, Lord, for daily strength. 

To none that ask denied. 
And a mind to blend with outward life, 

While keeping at thy side ; 
Content to fill a little space. 

If thou be glorified. 
And if some things I do not ask 

In my cup of blessing be, 
I would have my spirit filled the more 

With grateful love to thee ; 
And careful less to serve thee rauQh, 

Than please thee perfectly. 
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f^p0 . THE CHRlSTfAN LIFE. 

3 There are briers besetting every path, 

Which call for p&tient cag»; ''- 
There is a cross in every lot, 

And a need for earnest prayer ; 
But a lowly heart that leans on thee 

Is happy anyiwbet^. • ' ' 

4 In a service which thy love appoJLrjits 

There are no bonds for me; 
For my secret heart is taught "the tmth'^ 

That makes thy chiidreii ** free ; " 
And a life of self-'renouneiiig Idvie 

Is a life of liberty* 

679. S. M. BODD&IDGE. 

Orace. 

1 Grace ! 't is a charming sound, 

, Harmonious to my ear ; 
Heaven with the echo shall resound, 
And all the earth shall hear. 

2 Grace first contrived a way 

To save rebellious man. 
And all the steps that grace cU^play, 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 

3 Grace taught ray wandering feet 

To tread the heavenly road, 
And new supplies each hour I meet, 
While pressing on to God. 

4 Grace all the work shall crown 

Through everlasting days; 
It lays in heavea the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 
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'tH£ CHIlISTtAN LIFE. 680, uSl 



08O«- S. M. • BULFINCH.' ,. 

1 How glorious is the hour . » 
When first our souls. awake, - 

And through thy Spirit's quickening power 
Of the new life partake ! 

2 With richer beauty glaWs • 
The wodd, befcwe so fair ; 

Her holy light : religion throws, 
Reflected every whefe. 

J Amid repentant tears 

We feel sweet peace within; 
We know the God of n^ercy hears, 
And pardons every sin. 

I Born of thy Spirit, Lord, 

Thy Spirit may we share ; 
Deep in our hearts inscribe thy word, 

And place thine image there. 

«81. C. M. 81. Watts. . 

Praising God in his Works. 

1 I SING the almighty power of God, 

That made the mountains rise, 
That spread the flowing seas abroad. 

And built the lofty skies*; 
I sing the wisdom that ordained 

The sun to rule the day ; 
The moon shines bright by his command, 

And all the stars obey. 
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2 I sing the goodness of the Lord, 

TMi} filled the earth with food.; . 
He formed lihe creatures with his word,. 

And theh pronounced them good. 
Lord,, how thy wonders 'are displayed 
if WheJf^'e^? I turn mine, eye, . 
If I 9<jury|ey tfa^^^grquml I tread^ 

Or ga^e ;Upon th(? sky ! . 

3 Ther^'sr not ar^pfaiit m&ti^^ below, 

But makies' thy glories kaown ; 
And elouda dGdise and tempi^^lid blow^ r 

By order &om:thfy'.'throfte, / - 
Creatures, as numerous as they be, 

Are subject to thy^care ; , . ^ , 
There's not a place where we can be, 

But God is present there. 

68S« ''Ii.'M. EnriBSTON. 

Sabbath Evening in Sumtn^. , 

1 Is there a time when moments flow 

More happily than all beside ? 
It is, of all the timqs below, 
A summer Sabbath's eventide. ' 

2 O, then the setting sun shines fair, 

And all below and aU above, 
The vafious forms of nature, wear 
One uni^ersaJ: garb of love. 

3 And then the peacfe that Jieaus beams -^ 

The life of grace,* ihe death of sin — 
With nature^s placid woods and streams, 
Is peace without, and peace within. 
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THE cnmmiAjx likb. ^^#9$^ 

4 Delightful sdene! a world iatreBt^-^ 

A God alMove-*H>'no griefy jio feart-- 
A heavenly = hop^y a peaoe&il l^reast) t w 
A smile nnMliied by a tear^ « .^ , 

5 Delightful hour ! how sooH wHi iiig^t" ' 

Spread her dark mantle o'6r thyreigjni 
And morrow^s quick returning light 
Must call us to the world agaiii, '■■' ' 

6 Yet there will dfciwn atlaat:a'day';. r j i.. 

A sun that hever sets shall rise ; ■ ; 
Night Will not veil has eeasekas ray; 
The heavenly Sabbath never' dies. 

^683. .0. M. jFabeb. 

A Umng Trust. . : 

1 O, WHEN the tide of graces set 

So full upon my heart, 
I know, dear Lord, how faithlessly 
I did my little part. 

2 I know how well my heart ha*h earndd 

A chastisement like this. 
In trifling many a grace away 
In self-complacent bliss. ' ' • 

3 But if this weariness hath come 

A present from on high, 
Teach me to find the hidden wealth 
That in its depths may lie. 

4 So in this darkness I can lelora 

To tremble and adore, 
To sound niy owh vile nothingness^ 
And thus to love thee more, 
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5 To loye thee, and yet not t>o think 

That I can-J^ve^BoiiHich,--*,. , 
To have thee with me, Lord, all day, 
Yet not to feet tbyNtoueh, 

6 O, blessM be this darkriess then," "^ 

TMs deep m ANS^hlcftTlie; 
And blessed be all tMng^ that'teacfa' 
God^s driead supterttacy;*^ ' 



684. C, M. . Mm. .Bamauld. 
ITie Ohristian PUffrim. 

1 Our countfy is Irariianuers grbiind ; 

We seek that promised soil ; 
The songs of Zion cheer our heartai 
While strangers here we toiL\ 

2 Oft do oilr eyes wnth joy o'erftow, 

And oft are bathed in tears ; 
But onJy heaven our hopes can raise, 
And sin alone our fears. 

3 We tread the path our Master trod ; 

We bear the cross he bore ; 
And every thorn that wounds our feet 
His temples pierced before. 

4 We purge our mortal dross away. 

Refining as we run ; 
And while we die to earth and sense. 
Our heavein is here begun. 
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VisiU of 'Mnae L^ve* • ^ 

1 So]\ii;TiM^3.a light siXTpriee? 

The Christian while he. siiiig&;» 
It is the Lord who rises ^ 

With healing, in his wings : 
When comforts are declining, 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 
» To cheer it after rain. 

2 In holy contemplfttion; 

We sweetly then pursi^e 
The theme of God's salvation, 

And find it ever new> 
Set free from present sorrow, , 

We cheeirfully can say, 
" ti'en let the unknown morrow - ■:. 

Bring .with it what it n^ay ." 

3 It can bring with it nothing,' 

But he vnll bear us throUgfe^ 
Who gives the lilies clothing, 

Will clothe his people too : 
Beneath the spreading heavens , 

No creature but is fed ; 
And he who feeds the ravens 

Will give his children bread. 

4 Though vine nor flg tree neither 

Their wonted fruit should beaf, 
Though all the field shall wither, 
Nor flocks nor herds be there, 
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Yet God the same abiding, 
His praise shall tune' my voiia^ 

For while in him confiding 
I cannot but rejoice. 



080* } S. M, . MONTQOMEBT^ 

. Seed-time, 

I Sow in the morn thy ^ed ; 
At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give tho^ no heed ; 
Broadcast it o'er the land ! 
Beside all waters sow, 
The highway furrows gtock. 
Drop it where thorns and thistles grow, 
Drop it upon the rock ! 

3 The good, the fruitful ground, 

Expect not here nor thei:e ; , 

O'er hill and dale, by. plots 'tis found; 
Go forth, then, every where! 
And duly shall appear. 
In verdure, beauty, strength, 

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full corn at length. 

3 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 

Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain, 

For garners in the sky ; 

Then, when the glorious end, 

The day of Grod, shall come. 
The angel reapers shall descend, 

At heaven's great harvest home. 
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Tit& 4m%i^TijLm tsit^i 687, 9&S. 



- Ghitteness. 

1 Speak gently, — it is'lietter far 

To rule by love than fear ; 
Speak gently, — let no harsh w^ord mar 
The good we may do here. 

2 Speak gently to the yotihg, — for they 

Will have eiiongbto bear 5 ' 
Pass through this life as best ttiey ifiay/ 
'T is fair of anxious eaie. • * 

3 Speak gently to the aged one ; 

Grieve not the careworn heart ; 
The sands of life are nearly run, 
Let them in jpeace depart. 

4 Speak gently to the erring ones ; 

They mu^ have toiled in vain ; « i 

Perchance unkindness made them so;- 
O, win them back again ! 

5 Speak gently, — 't is a .little thing 

Dropped in the heart's deep well ; , 
The good, the joy, that it may bring, 
Eternity shall tell. , ... 1 

•88. li. M. r Mon;]^opm^BY. . 

1 The bird that soars on highest wing 
Builds on the ground her lowly nest; 
And she that doth most sweetly sing 

Sings in the shade when aU things rest : 
In lark and nightingale we see • 
What honor hath bniQiMty. 
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2 When Mary chose the better part, 

She meeMy sat at . Jfesiis' feet ; ' ^ 
And Lydia's gently ptpeipf^d heart 

Was niadejEor God's, own temple meel^; 
Fairest and best adorijied is shei 
Whose clothing i^ humility, , 

3 The saint that wears lieai^en^s brightesi crown 

In deepest, adomtinn bemis ; -. - u 
The weight of^ glory bi)h¥fl him down,; 

Then iDQ^t when m^at his eonli aiBeende : 
Nearest the throne iiself miiBt/be 
The footstool pf hunaility. 



' 689. ' ; C. *M,, ■ 's; P. '4j>Ausi. ', ^ '' ■' 
Mope. , , • ; 

The worid may change from old to new, 

F?om «e«vr tp eld again, 
Yet hope and heaven, f<»evef tme, 

Within man's heart remain. 
The dreams that bless the weary soul, 

The struggles of the strong. 
Are steps towards some happy goal, 

The story of hope's song. 

Hope leads the child to plant the flower. 

The man to. sow the seed, 
Nor leaves fulfilment to her boior. 

But prompts again to deed. 
And efe upon the old maw'^ dust 

The g^asB i« seen to wave, ■ 
We look through falHng tears, to tarust 

Hope's sunsbitief on the grav^. ' 
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THB, €BSIS^I^. ]4IFE^^ 690, 60i« 



, 7, 6,&8e. M. !b. BtHTcaEB. 

Think gently of, the erring ; 

Lord, let us »ot forgfet, 
However darkly stained by sin, 

He is our brother yet. 
Heir of the i^amd inheritanfcer, ; ' 

Child of this self^^ameiGfed, :; 

Bb h^thr btit stuhibkd in the patii 

We hav^ia w^akAiess tr<jd. 

Speak gerltly to him, brother ; 

Thou yet mayst lead him back, 
With holy words, aiid t^nes of, lo^e, 

Frbni rfoiser^'s thorny track. 
Forget not thou ha^ often sinned. 

And sinful yet mm* be :; 
Deal gently with the Erring one, 

As God had' dealt with thee. 



«»i. p:m. 

Thy will be done. 

Thy will be done! In devibtis way 

The hurrying stream of life rriay run ; 
Yet still our gfateful hieart^ shall iay^ 
Thy will be- done! 

Thy will be done ! If o'er us »hine 

A gladdening and a prosperous sun; 
This prayer shall make it more diviile j 
Thy will be done ! 
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S9ffiyS93, THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

3 Thy will be done ! Though shrouded o'er 
Our path with gloom, one comfort, one 
Is ours, — to breathe, while we adore, . 
Thy will be done ! 

698. L. M. 

Perfed Tnist. 

1 Thy will be done ! I will not fear 

The fate provided by thy love ; 
Though clouds and darkness shroud me here, 
I know that all is bright above. 

2 The stars of heaven are shining on. 

Though these frail eye^ are dirnmed jwith 
tears ; 
And though thie hopes of earth be gone, ^ 
Yet are not burs the immortal years ? 

3 Father! forgive the heart that cHngs, 

Thus trembling, to the things of time ; 
And bid the soul, on angel wings, 
Ascend into a purer clime. 

4 There shall no doubts disturb its trust, 

No sorrows dina celestial love ; 
But these afflictions of the dust. 
Like shadows of the night, remove. 

693. 7s. M. CowPEK. 
Joy in Trials. 

1 'Tis my happiness below 

Not to live without the cross, 
But the Saviour's power to know, 
Sanctifying every loss : 
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THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 0^4:. 

Trials must and will befall; 

But with humble faith to, see • 
Love inscribed upon them aU, 

This is happiness to me. 

2 God in Israel sows the seeds. 

Of affliction, pain, and toil ; 
These spring up and choke the weeds 

Which would else o'erspread the soil; 
Trials make the promise sweet ; 

Trials give new life to prayer; 
Trials bring me to his feet, 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 

3 Did I meet iio trials here, 

No chastisement by the way, 
Might I not with reason fear 

I*should prove a castaway ? 
Aliens may escape the rod ; 

Such in earthly good delight ; 
But the true-born child of God 

Must not, worQd not, if he might. 

694. L. M. Watts. 

Giving up aU for Christ. 

1 What sinners value I resign ; 

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine ; 

I shall behold thy blissful face, 

And stand complete in righteousness. 

This life's a dream, an empty show ; 
But the bright world to which I go 
Hath joys substantial and sincere ; 
When shall I wake and find me there ? 
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, 696. ^^M- OE1S(i;imAH Li^£. 

O, glorious ibour! O, UestabodeJ 
I shall be Q^a^ and like tuy God ! 
And gesb and ain no mote ccuitroi 
The sacred pleasures of the sonL 

699. C. M. W. B. O. Peabodt; 

Thy Neighbor. 

1 Who is thy neighbor ? He whom thou 

Hast power to aid or bless ; 
Whose aching heart or burning brow 
Thy hand may soothe or press. 

2 Thy neighbor? He who drinks the cup 

When sorrow drowns the brim ; 
With words of high, sustaining hope, 
Go thou, and comfort hiiipl. 

3 Thy neighbor? ^T is the weary slave, 

Fettered in mind a^id limb ; 
He hath no hope this side the grave ; 
Qo thou, and rans^ him. 

4 Thy neighbor ? Pass no mourner by ; 

Perhaps thou canst jedeeni 

A breaking Ijearjb frooi misery ; 

Go, share th^ Jot with him. 

696. 7 k 53. M. C.A.DA1IA. 

Work. 

1 Work, — and thou wilt bless 4^ day 
Ere the toil be done; 
They that work not cann4»t play, 
Cannot feel t^e »nn. 
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God is living, working still ; • ' ' 

All things work and move ; ' 1 . i ) 

Work^ wouldst thou their beauty feelj 
And thy Maker's love. 

2 All the rolling planets glow , / ., 

Bright as burning gold ! 
Should they pause, how soon they'd grow 

Colorless and cold ! '•' i 

Joy and beauty,-*- where were they 

If the world stood still? 
Like the world, thy law obey, 

And thy calling fill. ^ , 

3 Wouldst thou know the joy' of health? 

Wouidgt thou feel thy powers ? 
Industry aloUeis Wealth^ 

What we do is ours. « 
Load the passive houjrs with tboiught, 

While they stay with thee ; 
Then despatch thera, richly fraught. 

To eternity. 



697. L. M. 61. h.Wabb,Jb. 

[Written in sickness, Karoh, 1836.] 
Prayer for Peace in God. 

Father, thy gentle chastisement 
Falls kindly on my burdened soul ; 

I see its merciful intent, 
To warn me back to thy coatrol ; 

And pray, that while I kiss the rod, 

I may find perfect peace with God, 
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2 The errors of my heaft I know ; 

I feej my deep infirmities ; 
For often virtuous feelings glow, 

And holy purposes arise, — 
But like the morning clouds decay. 
As empty, though as faiir, as they. 

3 Forgive the weakness I deplore, 

And let thy peace abound in m^J 
That I may trust myself np m9r.e» . 

But wholly cast nayself on thice : 
O, let my Father's strength be mine. 
And my devoted life be thine, 

•98, L. M. Miw.a»M4w* 

Frajfer for Help at edl Times, 

1 Is there a lone and dreary hour. 

When worldly pleasures lose their power ? 
My Father ! let me turn to thee, 
. And set each thought of darkness free. 

2 Is there a time of racking grief, 
Which scorns the prospect of relief? 
My Father ! break the cheerless gloom, 
And bid my heart its calm resume. 

3 Is there an hour of peace aad joy, 
When hope is all my soul's employ ? 
My Father ! still my hopes will roam, 
Uiitil they rest with thee, their home. 

4 The noontide blaze, the midnight scene. 
The dawn, or twilight's sweet serene. 
The glow of health, the dying honr, 
Shall own ifny Father's grace and power. 
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8 &6s. M. m£i&n. 

J^si as I am, 

1 Just as I am, Wittibut ^cme pleii,- • ' 
But that thy bkiod was ehed'fqrme^ 
And that thou bid'st pne con^ie to the^, - 

O Lamb of God, I comp J 

2 Just as I am, and ^iT^aitihg hot - 
To rid my 3oul of one dai^ blot, '; 

To thee whose blood can cleans^ each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 

3 Just as I am, though tossed nboiit 
With many a oonffi^ct^ many a doubt, 
Fighting^ within,, and few witl^cmt, , , 

O Lamb of God, I cofla^ I ' , 

4 Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind f 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, * 
Yea, all I need, in thee to find, 

O Liamb of God, I come! 

6 Just as J am, thou wilt receive ; 

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ; 
Because thy proipiBe I foeUeve, 
^ O Lamb of .God, I come! 

6 Just as I am, thy love unknown 
Hath broken every barrier down ; 
Now, to be thine, yea, i;hirle alone, 
O' Lamb of Gdd, I come ! 
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701. J^VOVT AJFFPC7102II3. 



704K 8&7S.M. Toiii^itm 
Prayer in Affliction. 

Light of those whose dreary diy«Uing 

Bprders on the shades of death, ; 
Come, and by thy love's revealing, 

Dissipate tjie dpuds beneath j 
The new heaven and earth's Creator, 

In onr deepest darkness rise, 
Scattering all the night of nature, 

Pouring eyesight on our eyes. 

Still we wait for thine appearing ; ' 

Life and joy thy beams irop^artj 
Chasing all our feari^, and cheedng 

Every poor, benighted heart : 
Come, and manifest the favor 

Promised to thy ransomed race ; 
Come, thou glorious God and' SaVioor, 

Come, and bring thy gospel grace. 



701. 8 & 7s. M. Episcopal Col. 

For Hdp in Weakness. 

Lord, with fervor I would praise thee, 

For the bliss thy love 'bestows : 
For the pardoning grace that saves me, 

And the peace that from it flows : 
Help, O God, my weak endeavor ; 

This dull soul to rapture raise ; 
Thou must light the dame, or never 

Can my love be warmed to praise. 
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DEVOUT At^PEGTIONS. /♦•ft. 

2 Praise, my soul, the God that sought thee. 

Wretched wanderer, fer astray^ 
Found thee lost, and Jcindly brought thee 

From the paths of death away ; 
Praise, with love's devoutest feeling, 

Him who saw thy guilt-born fear, 
And, the light of hope revealing, 

Bade the blood-stained cross appear. 

3 Lord, this bosom's ^i-dent fealinig 

VaiOjLy . wcnajd way lips express ; 
Low before thy fopt^tqol kneeling, 

Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless. 
Let thy grace, my soul's chief treasure, 

Love's pure flame within me raise, 
And, since words, can never measure, 

Let my life show forth thy praise; 



703. 6 & 49w M. mauM. 

In ike Hour of JDeatJu 

1 Lowly and solemn be 
Thy children's cry to thee. 

Father divine ! ' * 

A hymn of suppliant breath, 
Owning that life and death 

Alike are thine. 

2 O Father, in that hour 

When earth all succoring power 

Shall disavow, 
When spear, and shield, and crown. 
In faintness are cast down, 

Sustain U3 thou ! 
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WH, DEVOUT AFFECTIONS. 

8 By Him who bowed to take ! 

The death-cup for our sake, 

The thorn, the rod, — i 

From whom the last dismay 
Was not to pass away, — 

Aid us, O God ! 

4 Tremblers beside the grave, 
We call on thee to save. 

Father divine ! 
Hear, hear our suppliant breath ; 
Keep us in lifq and death. 

Thine, only thine. 

70S. C. M. Hymns of Prih. Ch. 

Lamentations qf a Sinner, 

1 O Lord, turn not thy face away 

From him that lies prostrate, 
Lamenting sore his sinful life 
Before thy mercy gate, 

2 Which thou dost open wide to those 

Who do lament their sin ; 
O, shut it not against me, Lord, 
But let me enter in. 

3 Call me not to a strict account 

How I have \iv6d here ; 
For then, I know right well, O Lord, 
How vile I shall appear. 

4 I need not to confess my life ; 

For surely thou canst tell 
What I have been ; and what I am 
Thou knowest very well. 
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DEyqUT AFFECTIONS. 9W#K^ 

6 O Lord, I need not to resppat, , .^ 
"What I do beg and crave ; . 
For thou dost know before t a9.k; . 
The thing that I would have ., ^ 

6 Mercy, good Lord, mercy I ask; ^ 
This is the total sum ; 
For mercy, Lord, is all my suit; • ' 

O, let thy mercy come. . 



704. 7 & 6s. M. 

A Prayer for Grace and FUy. 

1 Q Thou, whose power trememtouv, 

Upholds the starry sky, 
Thy grace preserving send us. 
To thee, O Lord, we cry. 

2 From wilds of fearful error, 

Wherein we darkly stray. 
Oppressed with doubt and terror, 
For saving aid we pray. 

3 O God of mercy, hear us ; 

Our pains, our sorrows see ; 
Thy healing pity spare us, 
And bring us home to thee. 

4 O Thou, whose power tremendous^ 

Upholds the starry sky, 
Thy grace preserving send us, 
To thee, O Lord, we cry. 
46 «i 
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- ■ , , - • ; i- '' '^: 

70S. L M. CoTOEa,- 

1 WhAp various Mndemnces we meet 
In coming to a mercy seat ! 

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer^ 
But wishes to be often there ? 

2 Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw ; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 

Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above. . 

3 Restraining prayer, we cea«e to fight ; 
Prayer makes the Christian's armor bright; 
And Satan trembles when he sees ' 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

4 Have you no words? Ah, think again ; 
"Words flow apace when you complain, 
And fill your fellow^creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

6 Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To heaven in supplication sent. 
Your cheerful song would oftener be, 
" Hear what the Lord has done for me." 

706. L. M. 61. LOBD QLljiNELO. ' 

A compassionate High Priest 
1 When gatherittg clouds around I view, 
And days ate dark atid friends are few. 
On Him I lean, who, not in vain. 
Experienced every human pain; 
He feels my griefs, he sees my fears. 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



DBVOBT AFEECT10K8. : '- TW» 

2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow^^ay, 
To fly the good I would puisue, 

Or do the }U I would not do ; . , - , .. ' 
Still he, who felt temptatipn's powj^r, , r 
Shall guard me in that dangerous hour. <:,/ 

•-■ • •.. :< .'{ 

3 When soncowing o'er some stone I bend, , , 
■ Which covers what was once a friend, \ ; 

And from his hand, his voice, his smUe, " ^ 
Divides me for a' little while ; 
Thou, Saviour, 'seest the tears I shed, 
For thou didst weep o'er Lazarus dead^ ' 

4 And, O, when I have safely passed 

. Through every conftict but the last, . , i 
Still, still unchanging, watch beside . . i 
My bed of death, for thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day, 
And wipe the latest tear away. 



TOT. C. M. 81. Fabeb. 
Prayer amid Distractions. 

Ah, dearest Lord ! I cannot pray ; 

My fancy i^ not free ; 
Unmannerly distractions come. 

And force my thoughts from thee ; 
The world that looks so dull all day 

Glowt* bright on me at prayer. 
And plans that ask no thought but then, 

Wake up and meet me there. 
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7'08* DEVOUT AFFECTIONS. 

2 Had I, dear Lord, no pleasure found 

But in the thought of thee, 
Prayer would have come unsought, and been 

A truer liberty; 
Yet thou art oft most jMresent, Lord, 

In weak distracted prayer ; 
A sinner out of heart with self 

Most often finds thee there. 

3 Ah, Jesus, why should I complain ? 

And why fear aught but sin ? 
Distractions are but outward things ; 

Thy peace dwells far within. 
And prayer that humbles, sets the soul 

From all illusions free. 
And teaches it how utterly, 

Dear Lord, it hangs on thee. 



708. L. M. Rippon's Col. 

For the Spirit, 

1 At anchor laid, remote from home, 
Toiling, I cry, Sweet Spirit, come ! 
Celestial breeze, no longer stay, 

But swell my sails, and speed ray way. 

2 Fain would I mount, fain would I glow, 
And loose my cable from below ; 

But I can only spread my sail ; 

Thou, thou must breathe the auspicious gale. 
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DKVDut AitEcrioi^s, 709) TlO. 
709. 6s. M. BRYboEs. 

Christ cheering the SouL 

1 Cheer up, desponding soul ; 
^ Thy longing pleased I see : 
'Tis part of that great whole, 
Wherewith I longed for thee! 

, 2 Wherewith I longed for thee, 
And left my Father's throne, 
From death to set thee free, 
And claim thee for my own, 

3 To claim thee for my own, 

I suffered on the cross : 
O, were my love but known, 
All else would be as dross ! 

4 All else would be as dross. 

And souls, through grace divine, 
Would count their gains but loss. 
To live forever mine. 

710. 7s. M. Cennick. 

Christian r^oicing in Hope. 

1 Children of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 

2 Ye are travelling home to God, 
In the way the fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 
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3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest; 
You on Jesus': throne sbtlil tl^st ; 
There your seat is now prepared, 
There your kingdom and reward. 

4 Lord, j^ubmi^sive make us gp, 
Gladly leaving all below ; * 
Only thou our leader be, 

And we still will follow thee. 

711. 8 & TS. M. KoBpSON. 

ThanTcs for Mercy, 

1 Come, thou fount of every blessing. 

Tune my heart to sing thy grace ; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, . 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 

2 Teach me some melodious sonnet, 

Sung by flaming tongues above ; 
Blessed mount, O fix me on it. 
Mount of God's unchanging love. 

3 Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to save my soul from danger. 
Interposed his precious blood. 

4 O, to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'th constrained to be ! 
Let thy grace. Lord, like a fetter. 
Bind my wandering soul to thee. 

6 Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it. 
Prone to leave the God of love ; 
Here's my heart. Lord, take and seal it, 
Seal it for thy courts above. 

^ 546 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ItS70TT ATFECTIONS. 713, VIS* 



ri«. CM. Waits. 
Praise io Christ 

1 Gome, let us join our cheerful songs 

With angels' round thfe throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

" To be exalted thus : " 
" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply, 
" For he was slain for us." 

3 Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honor and power divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, forever thine. 

4 The whole creation join in one. 

To bless the sacred name 
Of Him that sits upon the throne. 
And to adore the Lamb. 

713. S. M. J. Wesley. 

Trust in Affliction, 

1 Commit thou all thy griefs 

And ways into his hands, — 
To his sure trust and tender care. 
Who earth and heaven commands. 

2 Who points the clpuds their course, 

Whom winds and seas obey. 
He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare ttiy way, 
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914U BSTO0T AFFECTIONS. 

3 No profit canst thou g^in 

By self-KJClnsuming care ; 
To him commend thy cause — his ear 
Attends the softest prayer. 

4 Thou on the Lord rely, 

So safe shalt thou go on ; 
Fix on his work thy steadfast eye, 
So shall thy work be done. 

714. S. M. . Mbs. Stcelb. 

Heaven, 

1 Far from these scenes of night 
Unbounded glories rise, 

And realms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 

2 There. sickness never comes ; 
There grief no more complains; 

Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And purest pleasure reigns. 

3 No strife nor envy there 
The sons of peace molest; 

But harmony and love sincere 
Fill every happy breast. 

4 No cloud those regions know, 
Forever bright and fair ; 

For sin, the source of mortal woe, 
Can never enter there. 

6 There night is never known. 
Nor sun's faint, sickly ray ; 
• . But glory from the eternal tfatone 
Spreads eveirtasting day. 
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DEVOUT AFFE0TIQI9S. 7lSj Wt^» 

6 O, may this f»ospect fae . 
Our heartis with ardeat !ove; 
May Uviag faith and strong de^ve 
Bear every thought abover 

715. C. M. Mrs. 9tbe£e. 

A thankful Heart. 

1 Father, whate'er of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign will denies, 

Accepted at,thy throne, let this, 

^ My hun;ble prayer, arise : — 

2 " Give me a calm and thankful hea'tt, 

From every miirmujr free j 
The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 

3 *' Let the sweet hope- that thofu art mine 

1^ My life and death attend, 
■Ihy presence through my journey shiile, 
And bless my journey's end;" 

716. C. M. Watts. 

The ransomed Saints. 

* 

1 Give me the wings of faith to rise 

Within the veil, and see 
The saints above, how greai; their joys, 
How bright their glories be. 

2 Once they were mourning here below, 

And wet their couch with tears ; 
They wrestled hard, a& we do now, 
With sins, and doubts, aad fears. 



d by Google 



JWW. DEVOUT AFFECTIONS. 

3 I ask them wbeB<5e their victory came ; 

They, with united breath, 
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 
Their triumpb to his death. 

4 Our glorious Leader claims our praise, 

For his own pattern given ; 
While the long cloud of witnesses 
Shows the same 'path to heaven. 



717. 11 & 5s. M. BowRiNo. 

Prayer of the Lowly. 

1 From the recesses of a lowly spirit, 

Our humble prayer ascends ; O Father, hear it, 
Upsoaring on the wings of awe and meekness; 
Forgive its weakness* 

• 

2 We see thy hand ; it leads us, it supports us : 
We hear thy voice ; it counsels and it courts us : 
And then we turn away ; and still thy kindness 

Forgives our blindness. 

3 O, how long-suflFering, Lord ! but thou delightest 
To win with love the wandering ; thou invitest 
By smiles of mercy, not by frowns or terrors, 

Man from his errors. 

4 Father And Saviour! plant within each bosom 
The seeds of holiness, and bid them blossom 
In fragrance and in beauty bright and vernal, 

And spring eternal. 
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5 Then place them in thine everlasting gardens, 
Where angeb walk, add ^r^phs ^»e the war- 
dens ; 
Where every flowei* escaped through death's 
dark portal. 
Becomes immortali 



• 718. LM. 

• Qod our Fa;^€t, 

1 Great God, and wilt thou condescend 
To*be ray Father atfd my Friend? 

I but a child, and thou so high, 

The Lord of earth, and air, and sky ? 

2 Ajt thou my Father ?' Canst thou bear 
To hear my poor, imperfect prayei^. 

Or stoop to listen to the praise 
That such a little one can raise ? 

3 Art thou my •Father ? bet me be 
A »t)eek, obedieat child to thee, 
And try, in every deed and thought, 
To serve and please thee as I ought. 

4 Art thou my Father ? I'll depend 
Upon the care of such a Friend, 
And only wish to do and l>e 
Whatever seemeth good to thee.. 

6 Art thou my Father ? Then, at last, 
When all my days on earth are past. 
Send down, and take me, in thy love, 
To be thy better child above. 
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719, 730. BEirouT affections. 

719. 8y 7 & 4s. M. • Presbttekian Col. 

Guide us in Life and Death. 

1 Guide me,.0 thou great Jehovah, 

Pilgrim through this barren land ; 
I am weak, but thou aH; mighty ; 
Hold me with thy powerful hand : 

Bread of heaven ! 
Feed me till I want no more. 

2 Open now the crystal fountains 

Whence the living waters flow ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar, 

Lead me all my journey through : 

Strong Deliverer ! 
Be thou still my strength and shield. 

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears Subside ; 
Death of desith, and helVs destruction, 
Land me safe on Canaan's side : 

Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. 



7ao. p. M. 

Sear our Prayer. 

1 Hear, Father, hear our prayer! 

Thou who art Pity where sorrow prevaileth. 

Thou who art Safety when mortal help faileth. 

Strength to the feeble, and Hope to despair. 

Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 
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DEVOUT A,F££CTI01fS. ' TSI#* 

2 Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 
Wandering unknown in the land of th^ sftranger, 
Be with all travellers in sickness or danger, 

Guard thou their path, guide their feet from the 
snare; 
Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 

3 Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 

Still thou the tempest, night's terrors revealing, 
In lightning flashing, in thy thunder pealing;- 
Save thou the shipwrecked, the voyager spare : 
Hear, Father, hear our prtayer ! 

4 Hear thou the poor that cry ! 

Feed thou the hungry ^ and lighten their sorrow. 
Grant them the sunshine of hope for the morrow: 
They are thy children, their trust ia on high : 
Hear thou the poor that cry ! * 

6 Dry liiou ihe mourner's tear ! 
Heal thou the wounds of time-hallowed affection : 
Grant to the widow and orphan protection ; 
Be in their trouble a friend ever near : 
Dry thou the mourner's tear ! 

6 Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 
Long hath thy goodness our footsteps attended ; 
Be with the pilgrim whose journey is ended ; 
When, at thy summons, for death we prepare, 
Hear, Father, hear our prayer ! 
47 . * ^ 
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791 ,* ^3. DEVOtJT AFFECTIONS. 

7«1. L. M. Watts.' 

Danger of Earthly Joys. 

1 I SEND the joys of earth away ; 

Away, ye tempters of the mind, 
False as the smooth deceitful sea. 
And empty as the whistling wind. 

2 Your streams were floating me along, 

Down to the gulf of black despair ; 
And whilst I listened to your song^ 

Your streams had e'en conveyed me there. 

♦ 

3 Lord, I adore thy. matchless grace, 

That warned me of that dark abyss ; 
That drew me from those treacherous seas, 
And bade me seek superior bliss, 

4 Now to the shining realms above 

I stretch my hands, aad glance my eyes ; 
O for the piniona of ^ dove, 
To bear me to the upper skies ! 

6 There from the bosom of my God, 
Oceans of endless pleasures roll ; 
There would I fix my last abode, • 
And drown the sorrows of my soul. 

70*. C. M. fabeb. 

Our Will in God's. 

1 I WORSHIP thee, sweet will of God ! 
And all thy ways adore, 
And every day I live I seem * 
To love thee more and more. 
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2 Thou wert the end, the blessed rule 

Of Jesus' toils aad tears ; 
Thou wert the passion of his heart 
Those three and thirty years. 

3 And he hath breathed into my soul 

A special love of thee, 
A love to lose my will in his, 
And by that loss be free. 

4 When obstacles and trials seem 

Like prison walls to be, 
I do the little I can do, 
And leave the rest to thee. 

5 And when it seems no chance or change 

From grief can set me free, 
Hope finds its strength in helplessness, 
And gayly waits on thee. 

6 Man's weakness, waiting upon God, 

Its end can never miss ; 
For men on earth no work can do 
More angel-like than this. 

7 He always wins who sides with God ; 

To him no chance is lost ; 
God's will is sweetest to him when 
It triumphs at his cost. 

733, P. M. Anonymous. 

Lead Thou me on. 
Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom, 

Lead thou me on ! 
The night is dark, and I am far from home ; 

Lead thou me on ! 
Keep thou my feet: I do not ask to see 
The distant scene ; one step enough for mc. 
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794* DBVOUT AJFFECTIOirS. 

2 1 was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou 

Shouldst lead me on : . 
I loved to choose and see rny path ; but now 

Lead thou me on ! 
I love day's dazzling light, and, spite of fears, 
Pride rttled my will: remember not past years ! 

3 So long thy power hath blessed me, surely still 

'Twill lead me on 
Through dreary doubt, through pain and sor- 
row, till 

The night is gone, 
And with the morn those angel faces smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost a while. 

ya4. L. M. fabek. 

Qod^s Love to us. 

1 My soul! what hast thou done for God? 

Look o'er thy misspent years and see ; 
Sum up w*hat thou hast done for God, 
And then what God hath done for thee. 

2 He made thee when he might have made 

A soul that would have loved him more ; 
He rescued thee from nothingness, 
And set tbee on life's happy shore. 

3 He placed an angel at thy side, 

And strewed joys round thee on thy way ; 
He gave thee rights thou couldst not claim, 
And life, free life, before thee lay. 

4 And now the Father keeps himself 

Li patient and forbearing love, 
To be his creature's heritage 
In that undying life above. 
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DBVOUT AFFECTIONS. 738, 



738. 7 & 6s. M. BRTDOE8. 

Longing for Christ, 

1 My spirit longeth for thee 

To dwell within my breast ; 
Although I am unworthy 
Of so divine a guest ! 

2 Of so divine a guest 

Unworthy though I be, 
Yet hath my heart no rest 
Until it come to thee ! 

3 Until it come to thee, 

In vain I look around ; 
In all that I can see, 
No rest is to be found ! 

4 No rest is to be found, 

But in thy bleeding love ; 
O, let my wish be crowned, 
And send it from above ! 

736. C. M. Jane Tatlob. 

Family Evening Hymn, 

Now condescend, almighty King, 
To bless this little throng ; 

And kindly listen, while we sing 
Our pleasant evening song. 

We come to own the power divine 
That watches o'er our days ; 

For this our feeble voices join 
In hymns of cheerful praise. 

47* S57 
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3 Before thy sacred footstool see 

We bend in humble prayer, ' 
A happy little family, 
To ask thy tender care. 

4 May we in safety sleep to-night, 

From every danger free ; 
Because the darkness and the light 
Are both alike to thee. 

6 And when the rising sun displays 
His cheerful beams abroad, 
Then shall our morning hymn of praise 
Declare thy goodness, Lord. 

6 Brothers and sisters, hand in hand, 
Our lips together move : 
O, smile upon this little band, 
And join our hearts in love. 

787. C. M. Ltua Cath. 

God with the Eumhle, 

1 Thy home is with the humble, Lord ! 

The simplest are the best ; 
Thy lodging is in child-like hearts ; 
Thou makest there thy rest. 

2 Dear Comforter ! eternal Love ! 

If thou wilt stay with me. 
Of lowly thoughts and simple ways, 
I'll build a house for thee. 

3 Who made this beating heart of mine 

But thou, my heavenly guest ? 
Let no one have it, then, but thee» 
And let it be thy rest. 
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DEVOUT AFFECTIONS. TJIS, TSWI, 

788. 7 & 6a. M. Erom Thos, AQUiNAg. 

Christ &ur Life. 
L O BREAD ta pilgrims given, 

O food that angels eat, 
O manna sent from heaven, 

For heaven-born natures meet ! 
Give us, for thee long pining, 

To eat till richly filled ; 
Till, earth's delights resigning, 

Our every wish is stilled ! 
I O water, life-bestowing, 

From out the Saviour's heart, 
A fountain purely flowing, 

A fount of love thou art ! 
O let us, freely tasting. 

Our burning thirst assuage ! 
Thy sweetness, never wasting, 

Avails from age to age. 
I Jesus, this feast receiving, ' 

We thee unseen adore ; 
Thy faithful word believing. 

We take — and doubt no more ; 
Give us, thou true and loving. 

On earth to live in thee ; 
Then, death the veil removing. 

Thy glorious face to see ! 

739. S. M. Episcopal CoIm 

Ark of Safety. 
L O, CEASE, my wandering soul, 

On restless wing to roam ; 
All this wide world, to either pole. 
Has not for thee a home. 
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2 Behold the ark of God ; 
Behold the open door ; 

O, haste to gain that dear abode, 
And rove, my soul, no more. 

3 There, safe thou shalt abide ; 
There, sweet shall be thy rest, 

.And every longing satisfied, 
With mil salvation blest 



730. L. M. Proud. 

Longing and Waiting* 

1 O, COULD I soar to worlds above, 
That blessed state of peace and love, 
How gladly would I mount and flv 
On angels' wings to joys on high : 

2 But, ah I still longer must I stay. 

Ere darksome night is changed to day; 
More crosses, sorrows, conflicts bear. 
Exposed to trials, pains, arid care. 

3 Well, let these troubles still abound ; 
Let thorns and briers fill the ground ; 
Let storms and tempests dreadful come. 
Till I arrive at heaven my home. 

4 My Father knows what road is best. 
And how to lead to peace and rest ; 
To him I cheerful give my all, 

Go where he leads, and wait his call. 

5 When he commands my soul away. 
Not kingdoms then shall tempt my stay; 
With rapture I shall wake and rise, 

To join my friends above the skiers. 
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VfRVOVT AFFEGtIONS. 731 , TS9* 

i • 
731. - S.- M. Watts. 

The Sock that is higher tJuin L 

1 O, LEAD me to the rock 

That's high above my head, 
And make the covert of thy wings . 
My shelter and my shade. 

2 Within thy presence, Lord, 

Forever rii abide ; 
Thou art the tower of my defence, 
The refuge where I hide. 

7Sa. P. M. Whittier. 

Watch and Fray, 

1 ShalitWc grow weary in our watch, 

And murmur at the long delay^ 
Impatient of our Father's time. 

And his appointed way ? 
Alas ! a deeper test of faith 

Than prison cell or martyr's stake, 
The self-abasing watchfuhiess 

Of silent prayer may make. 

2 We gird us bravely to rebuke 

Our erring brother in the wrong: 
And in the ear of pride and power 

Our warning voice is strong. 
Easier to smite with Peter's sword, 

Than "watch one hour" in humbling 
prayer : 
Life's " great things," like the Syrian lord, 

Our hearts can do and dare, 
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3 O, thou who in the garden's shade 

Didst wake thy weary ones again 
Who slumbered at that fearful hour 

Forgetful of thy pain ; 
Bend o'er us now, as over them, 

And set our sleep-bound spirits free, 
Nor leave us slumbering in the watch 

Our souls should keep with thee. 

788. L. M. From " The Dove on the Cross." 

ITie Border-Lands, 

1 Father, into thy loving hands, 

My feeble spirit I commit. 
While wandering in these border-lands 
Until thy voice shall summon it. 

2 Father, I would not dare to choose 

A longer life, an earlier death ; 
I know not what my soul might lose 
By shortened or protracted breath. 

3 These border-lands are calm and still. 

And solemn are their silent shades ; 
And my heart welcomes them, until 
The light of life's long evening fades. 

4 I cannot see the golden gate 

Unfolding yet to welcome me ; 
I cannot yet anticipate 

The joy of heaven's jubilee. 

5 But I will calmly watch and pray 

Until I hear my Saviour's voice, 
Calling my happy soul away 
To see bis glory and rejoice. 
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DETOtrr AFFECTIONS. 784, 79^9 

784. S.M.. 

'; . , . BitppUcaiion. 

1 The praying spirit breatiiie, 
The watching power impart, 

From all entanglements beneath 

Gall off my peaceful heart : 

My feeble mind sustain^ . 

By worldly thoughts oppressed ; 
Appear, and bid me turn again . . , . 

To my eternal rest. 

2 Swift to my rescue come, 
Thy own this moment seize ; 

Gather my wandering spirit home, 

And keep in perfect peace : 

Suffered no more to rove 

O'er all the earth abroad, 
Arrest the prisoner of thy love, 

And shut me up in God. 

735. L. M. 61. C. Wesley. 

Comfort and Peace in God, 
Thou hidden source of calm repose. 

Thou all-sufficient love divine. 
My help and refuge from my foes. 
Secure I am, if thou art mine ; 
And, lo ! from sin, and grief, and shame, 
I hide me, Jesus, in thy name. 

Thy mighty name salvation is. 
And keeps my happy soul above ; 

Comfort it brings, and power, and peace, 
And joy, and everlasting love ; 

To me with thy dear name are given. 

Pardon, and holiness, and heaven. 
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3 Father, my all in all thou art ; 

My rest in toil, my ease in pain; 
The medicine of my broken heart ; 

In war, my peace — in loss, my gain ! 
My smile beneath the tyrant's frown, 
In shame, my glory and my crown. 

4 In want my plentiful supply ; 

In weakness my almighty pqwer ; 
In bonds, my perfect liberty ; 

My light in Satan's darkest hour; 
My comfort midst all grief and pain, 
My life in death, my endless gain. 

786. 6&10S.M. Vebt. 
WUt Thm not visit me ? 

1 Wilt thou not visit me ? 
The plant beside me feels thy gentle dew ; 

Each blade of grass I see, 
From thy deep earth its quickening moisture drew. 

2 Wilt thou not visit me ? 

Thy morning calls on me with cheering tone ; 

And every hill and tree 
Lends but one voice, the voice of thee alone.v 

3 Come, for I need thy love, 

More than the flower the dew, or grass the rain; 

Come, like thy holy dove, 
And let me in thy sight rejoice to live again. 

4 Yes, thou wilt visit me ; 

Nor plant nor tree thine eye delights so well, 

As when, from sin set free, 
Man's spirit comes with thine in peace to dweU. 
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BBT0DT AFTBCTIONS. 787, 73& ". 

787. 11 & 4& M. WHirriBR. 
Gbd^9 Metey in our Afflielions. 

1 With silence only as their benedictibn, 

• God's angels come 

Where, in the shadow of a great affliction, 
The soul sits dumb. 

2 Yet would we say, what every hefiirt. approv- 

etb, — 
Our Father's will. 
Calling to him the dear ones whom he lovethi 
Is mercy still. 

3 Not upon us or ours the solemn angel 

Hath evil wrought ; 
The funeral anthem is a glad evangel ; 
The good die not ! 

4 God calls our loved ones, but we lose not whoUy ' 

What he has given; 
They live on earth in thought and deed, as truly ' 
As in his heaven. 

788. S. M. TOFLADT. 

Sncouragemeni in fiarkness. 

1 Your harps, ye trembling saints, 

Down from the willows take ; 
Loud to the praise of love divine 
Bid every string awake. 

2 Though in a foreign land, 

We are not far from home ; 
And nearer to our house above 
We every moment come. 
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73!^»v- HFE« DEATH, AND FUTUEITIT. 

3 Wl^^n we in darkness walk, 

Nor jfeei the Heavenly flame, 
Then is the time to trust our Godj 
And rest upon. his name. 

4 Soon shall our doubts and fears , 

Subside at his control; 
His loving kindness shalt break through 
The' midnight of the soul. 

5 Blest is the man, O Lord, 

Who stays himself on thee ; 
Who waits for thy salvation, Loid,' 
Shall thy salvation see. 

739. CM. 81. 

DeaGh and Bdinfetanee. 

1 And let this feeble body fail, * 

And let it faint and die ; 
I soon shall quit this mournful vale, 

And soar to worlds on high ; 
Shall join the ransomed saints above. 

And find my long-sought rest ; 
That only bliss for which I pa||t 

In the Redeemer's breast. 

2 In hope of that immortal crown, 

I now the cross sustain. 
And gladly wander up and down, 

And smile at toil and pain ; 
I suffer on my threescore years. 

Till my Deliverer come. 
And wipe away his servant's tears, 

And take his exile home. 
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3 O, what has Jesus bought for "me t ' 

Before my ravished eyes, ' ' . 
Bivers of life di^'ihe I see, " . ' 

And trees of paradise j ' 

I see a host oi teethreq brigl|t, . 

Who taste the pleasures tbier^; 
They all are robed in spotl^ij^ whit^, 

And conquering palms tibey b^ar. 

4 O, what are all my si^flferipigs here> 

If, Lord; thou count me meet 
With that enraptured host to appeqir, 

And worship at thy feet ? 
Give joy or grief, give ease or pain, 

Take life or friends away. 
But let me find my friends again 

In that eternal day. 

740, C. M. Whittieb. 

Gone Before. 

1 Another hand i^ beckoning us. 

Another call is given ; 
And glows once more with angel steps 
The path which reaches heaven* 

2 O, half we deemed she needed not 

The changing of her sphere 

To give to heaven a shining one, 

Who walked an angel here. 

3 Alone our Father's will 

One thought hath reconciled, — 
That he whose love exceedeth ours 
Hath taken home his child. 
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4 Fold hery O Father, in thine arms, 
And let her henceforth be 
A messenger of love )>etweeii 
. Our human hearts and thee. . 

• 5 Still let her mild rebukings stand 
Between U9 and the wrong,^ 
And her dear inemory serve to make 
Om* faith in goodness strong, 

741. L, M. Mackay, 

Adeq) in Je^us, \ ' 

1 AsLBEP in Jesus ! blessed sleep ! 
From which none ever wakes to weep ; 
A calm ^nd undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the dread of foes. 

2 Asleep in Jesus ! O, how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet! 
With holy confidence to sing 

That Death has lost his venomed sting. 

8 Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest ! 
Whose waking is supremely blest ; 
No fear, no woes, shall dim that hour 
Which manifests the Saviour's power. 

4 Asleep in Jesus ! O, for me 
May such a blissful refuge be ; 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 

And wait the summons from on high. 

5 Asleep in Jesus! time nor space 
Debars this precious hiding-place ; 
On India's plains or Lapland's snows 
Believers find the same repose. 
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LIFB, DBJLTH, AND ^TtfAlTt: 749, 74:1H 

6 Asleep in Jesus ! ftirfrom^hee 

Thy kindred and their graves may be ; 
But thine is still a blessed feleep, 
From which none ever wakes to weep. 

743.- C. M; • HtMANs. ■ 

Best on the Bosom of God. 

1 Calm on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit, rest thee now ! 
E'en while with us thy footsteps trod, 
His seal was on thy brow. 

2 Dust, to its narrow house beneath ! ' 

Soul, to its place on high ! 
They that have seen thy look in death 
No more may fear to die. 

3 Lone are the paths, and sad the bowers, 

Whence thy meek smile is gone ; 
But, O! a brighter home than ours. 
In heaven, is now thine own. 

743, L. M. Bkyant. 

Blessed are they who momm^ 

1 Deem not that they are blest alone 

Whose days a peaceful tenor keep ; 
The God who loves our race has shown 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 

2 The light of smiles shall beam again 

From lids that now o'erflow with tears, 
And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are earnests of serener years. 
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^44. LXPE, DEATH, AKD FtTTUKItT. ' 

3 O, there are days of hope and rest 

For every dark and troubled night. 
And grief may bide, an evening guei^t, 
But joy shall come with morning light. 

4 And ye, who o'er a friend's low bier 

Now shed the bitter drops like rain, 
Hope that a brighter, happier sphere 
Will give him to your arms again. 

744. 8 & 78. M. MoiB» altered. 

Fareweil to a Child, 

1 Fare thee well, thou fondly dierished ; 

Dear, dear spirit, fare thee well ; 
He who lent thee hath recalled thee, 
Back with Him and his to dwell. 

2 Like a sunbeam, through our dwelling 

Shone thy presence, bright and calm ; 
Thou didst add a zest to pleasure ; 
To our sorrows thou wert balm. 

3 Yet while mourning, O, our lost one ! 

Come no visions of despair! 
Seated on thy tomb. Faith's angel 
Saith thou art not, art not, there. 

4 Where, then, art thou ? With the Saviour^ 

Blest, forever blest to be ; 
'Mid the sinless little children, 

Who have heard his " Come to me.'* 

6 Passed the shades of Death's dark valley, 
Thou art leaning on his breast, 
Where the wicked may not enter, * 
And the weary are at rest 
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LIFB, DEATH, AI*^ rUTTTRITT, 748. 

6 Plead that, in a Father's mercy, > ^ 
-All our sinsr may be forgiven ; 
An.gel ! plefwl, that thou ma^st g^eet )is, 
Ba;isooied, at the gates oJf heavea. 



74S. S» M. MQ3»a?opicBjaTl , 

At Home in Heaven, 

1 " Forever with the Lord ! " 

Amen ! so let it be ; 
Life from the dead is in that word ; 
'TiB immortality. 

2 Here in the body pentj , 

Absent from Him I roam; 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home. 

3 " Forever with the Lord ! " 

Father, if 'tis thy will. 
The promise of that faithful word,. 
E'en here to me fulfil. 

4 So, when my latest breath 

Shall rend the veil in twain, 
By death I shall escape from deathj. 
And life eternal gain. 

6 Knowing, as I am known. 

How shall I love that word ! 
And oft repeat before the throne, 
" Forever with the Lprd ! " 
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746) 747. UPE, DEA^tB, A«D f axiTHITy. 

746. C. M.^ ANOKTkOtJB. '"' 

Peaceftd Death of the RxgltUous. 

1 I LOOKED upon the righteous man, 

And saw his parting breatTn, 
Without a struggle or a sigh, 

Serenely yield to death : 
There was no anguish on his bfoW, 

Nor terror in his eye : 
The spoiler aimed a fatal dart, 

But lost the victory. 

2 I looked upon the righteous maa, . 

And heard the holy prayer 
. Which rose above that breathless form , 

To soothe the mourners' care. 
And felt how precious was the gift 

He to his loved ones gave — 
The stainless memory of the just, 

The wealth beyond the grave, 

3 I looked upon the righteous man ; 

And all our earthly trust 
Of pleasure, vanity, or pride 

Seemed lighter than the dust, 
Compared with his celestial gain — 

A home above the sky ; 
O, grant us. Lord, his life to live, 

That we like him may die ! 

747. C. M. Watts. 

A Vision of the Kingdom vf ChrigL 
J Lo, what a glorious sight appears 
To our believing eyes ! 
The earth and seas are passed away, 
And the old rolling skies. 
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2 Prom the third heaven, whew Opd resides, 

That holy, happy place, 
The new Jerusalem comes down, 
Adorned with shining grace. 

3 Attending angels shout for joy, 

And the bright armies sing, 
" Mortals, behold the saered seat 
Of your descending .King^ 

4 ** The God of glory down to men 

Removes his blest abode ; 
Men the dear objects of his grace, 
And he the loving God. 

5 " His own soft hand shall wipe the tears 

From every weeping eye ; 
And pains, and groans, and griefs, and fears, 
And death itself, shall die." . 

6 How long, dear Saviour, O, how long 

Shall this bright hour delay ? 
Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time, 
And bring the welcome day. 

748. C. M. Stennbtt. 
" When shall I see my Fathef^s facei " 

1 On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, 

And caat a wishful eye 
To Canaan's fair and happy land. 
Where my possessions lie. 

2 O; the transporting, rapturous scene, 

That rises to my sight! 
Sweet fields arrayed in living green. 
And rivers of delight. 
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8 O'er dl those wide^extend^d pkiW. . 4 t 
Shines one eternal day ; . 
There God, the Sua, forfver reigns, ^ 
And scatters night away. 

4 No chilling winds, no poisonous breathy 

Can reach that healthful shore :\ 
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death, 
Are felt and feared no more. 

5 When shall I reach that happy place, 

And be foretver. blest? 
When shall I see my Father's face. 
And in his bosom rest? 

6 Filled with delight, my raptured soul 

Can here no longer stay ; 
Though Jordan's waves around me roll, 
Fearless I'd launch away. 

749. 8 & 7s. M. ■ Waterston. 

Death of a Fupil, 

1 One sweet flower has drooped and fade^ 

One sweet infant voice has fled,. 
One fair brow the grave has shaded, 
One dear schoolmate now is dead. 

2 But we feel no thought of satjness^ 

For our friend is happy now ; 

She has knelt in soul-felt ffladness. 

Where the blessed angiels bow. 

3 She has gone to heaven before us j 

But she turns and waves her hand, 
Pointing to the glories o'er us. 
In that happy spirit-land. 
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4 May onr footsteps never falter 

In the path that she has trod ; 
May we worship at the altar 
Of the great and living God. 

5 Lord, iTiay angels watch above us, 

Keep us all from error free — 
May they guard, and guide, and love us, 
Till, like her, we go to thee. 

7SO. 8, 7 & 6s. M. Mm. Howitt, 

R^'oicing in Heaven, 

1 O SPIRIT freed from bondage. 

Rejoice ! thy work is done : 
The weary world is 'neath thy feet, 
Thou brighter than the sun. 

2 Arise, put on thy garments. 

Which the redeemed win ; 
Now sorrow hath no part in thee. 
Thou sanctified from sin. 

3 Awake and breathe the living air 

Of our celestial clime ! 
Awake to love which knows no change, 
Thou who hast done with time ! 

4 Awake, lift up thy joyful eyes ; 

See, all heaven's host appears ; 
And be thou glad exceedingly. 
Thou who hast done with tears. 

5 Awake ! ascend ! Thou art not now 

With those of morf>al birth ; 
The living God hath touched thy lips. 
Thou who hast done with earth. 
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. 751. L. M. Norton. 

Blessedness of the JPious Dead. 

1 O, STAY thy tears ; for they are blest, 

Whose days are past, whose toil is done : 
Here midnight care disturbs our rest ; 
Here sorrow dims the noonday sun. 

2 How blest are they whose transient years 

Pass like an evening meteor's flight! 
Nor dark with guilt, nor dim with tears ; 
Whose course is short, unclouded, bright. 

3 O, cheerless were our lengthened way ; 

But heaven's own light dispels the gloom, 
Streams downward from eternal day. 
And casts a glory round the tomb. 

4 O, stay thy tears ; the blest above 

Have hailed a spirit's heavenly birth, 
And sing a song of joy and love ; 

Then why should anguish reign on earth ? 

75a. L. M. Mrs. Steele. 

Early Death, 

1 So fades the lovely, blooming flower, 
Frail, smiling solace of an hour ; 

So soon our transient comforts fly. 
And pleasure only blooms to die. 

2 Is there no kind, no lenient art 
To heal the anguish of the heart ? 
To ease the heavy load of care. 
Which nature must, but cannot, bear ? 
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3 Can reason's dictates be obeyed ? 
Too weak, alas ! her strongest aid ; 
O, let religion then be nigh ; 

Her comforts were not made to die. 

4 Her powerful aid supports the soul, 
And nature owns her kind control ; 
While she unfolds the sacred page, 
Our fiercest griefs resign their rage. 

5 Then gentle patience smiles on pain. 
And dying hope revives again ; 

Hope wipes the. tear from sorrow's eye, 
And faith points upward to the sky. 

793. L. M. J. Shirley, altered. 

Earthly Things transient, 

1 The glories of our birth and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armor against fate ; 
Death lays his icy hands on kings. 

Si Princes and magistrates must fall, 
And in the dust be equal made. 
The high and mighty with the small, 
Sceptre and crown with scythe and spade 

3 The laurel withers on our brow ; 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds : 
Upon death's purple altar now 
See where the victor victim bleeds ! 

4 All heads must come to the cold tomb ; 

Only the actions of the just 
Preserve in death a rich perfume. 

Smell sweet and blossom in the dust 
49 577 
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754. P. M. W. B. Tappan. , 

TJie Heavenly Rest, 

1 There is an hour of peaceful rest 

To mourning wanderers given ; 
There is a tear for souls distressed, 
' A balm for every wounded breast ; 
'Tis found alone in heaven. 

2 There is a home for wearj pouIs, 

By sin and sorrow driven, 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals. 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls. 

And all is drear ; — 't is heaven. 

3 There faith lifts up the tearful eye. 

The heart with anguish riven. 
And views the tempest passing by, 
The evening shadows quickly fly. 

And all serene in heaven. 

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 

And joys supreme are given ; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
Beyond the confines of the tomb 

Appears the dawn of heaven. 

7SS. 12 & lis. M. Hebee. 

Funeral Hymn, 

1 Thou art gone to the grave ; but we will not 
deplore thee. 
Though sorrows and darkness encompass 



the tomb ; 



578 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



LIFE, DEATH, AND FUTURITY. ^ - . ^f^^' 

The Saviour has passed through its portals 
before thee, 
And the lamp of his love i^ thy guide 
through the gloom. 

2 Thou art gone to the grave ; we no longer 

behold thee, 

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by 
thy side ; 
But the wide arms of mercy are spread to en- 
fold thee, 

And sinners may hope, for the Sinless hath 
died. 

3 Thou art gone to the grave; and, its mansion 

forsaking. 
Perchance thy tried spirit in fear lingered 

long; 
But the mild rays of Paradise beamed on 
thy waking. 
And the song which thou heardst was the 
seraphim's song. 

4 Thou art gone to the grave ; but 'twere wrong 

to deplore thee, 
Whose God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian, 
thy Guide; 
He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restore 
thee. 
Where death has no sting, for the Saviour 
hath died. 
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7SO. C. M. Mas. Jervis. 

Thou must go forth alone, 

1 Thou must go forth alone, my s^oul! 

Thou must go forth alone. 
To other scenes, to other worlds, 

That mortal hath not known. 
Thou must go forth alone, my soul. 

To tread the narrow vale ; 
But He whose word is sure hath saia 

His comforts shall not faiL 

2 Thou must go forth alone, my soul. 

Along the darksome way. 
Where the bright sun has never shed 

His warm and gladsome ray ; 
And yet the Sun of Righteousness 

Shall rise amid the gloom, 
And scatter from thy trembling gaze 

The shadows of the tomb. 

3 Thou must go forth alone, my soul, 

To meet thy God above : 
But shrink not — he hath said, my soul, 

He is a God of love ; 
His rod and staff shall comfort thee 

Across the dreary road, 
Till thou shalt join the blessed ones 

In heaven's serene abode. 

757. L. M. W. B. 0. Peabodt. 

The Glories of Heaven, 
1 When all the hours of life are past, 
And death's dark shadow falls at last, 
It is not sleep — it is not rest — 
'Tis glory opening to the blest. 
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2 Their mighty Master bids them rise 
To radiant mansions in the skies, 
Where each shall wear a robe of light, 
Like his, divinely fair and bright. 

3 Angels shall now unite their prayers 
With those of spirits blessed as theirs ; 
And light shall glance on every crown 
From suns that never more go down. 

4 No storms shall ride the troubled air. 
No sounds of passion enter there ; 
But all be peaceful as the sigh 

Of evening gales that breathe and die. 

5 There parted friends again shall meet 
In union holy, calm, and sweet ; 
And earthly sorrows, fear, and pain. 
Shall never reach their hearts again. 

6 For there the God of mercy sheds 
His purest influence on their heads, 
And gilds the spirits round his throne 
With glory radiant as his own. 

7ff8. C. M. Watts. 

TJie Death and Burial of a Saint. 

1 Why do we mourn departing friends, 

Or shake at death's alarms ? 
'Tis but the voice that Jesus sends 
To call them to his arms. 

2 Why should we tremble to convey 

Their bodies to the tomb ? 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, 
And left a long perfume. 
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3 The graves of all his saints he Iblest, 

And softened every bed ; 
Where should the dying members refet, 
But with the dying head ? 

4 Thence lie arose, ascending high, 

And showed our feet the way ; 
Up to the Lord our souls shall fly 
At the great rising day. 



7S0. L. M. Watts. 

Chrisfs Presence makes Death cosry. 

1 Why should we start and fear to die ? 

What timorous worms we moitals are ! 
Death is the gate of endless joy, 
And yet we dread to enter there. 

2 The pains, the groans, the dying strife. 

Fright our approaching souls away ; 
Still we shrink back again to life, 
Fond of our prison and our clay. 

3 O, if my Lord would come and meet. 

My soul should stretch her wings in haste, 
Fly fearless through death's iron gate. 
Nor feel the terrors as she passed. 

4 Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are, 
While on his breast I lean my head. 
And breathe my life out sweetly there. 
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760. L. M. w.J.Lowico. 
Consolation for the Loss of Pioiis Friends. 

1 Why weep for those, frail child of woe, 

Who've fled and left thee mourning ^ere ? 
Triumphant o'er their latest foe, 
They glory in a brighter sphere. 

2 Weep not for them ;- — beside thee now 

Perhaps they watch, with guardian care, 
And witness tears that idly flow 

O'er those who bliss of angels share. 

3 Or round their Father's throne above. 

With raptured voice, his praise they sing, 
Or on his messages of love 
They journey with unwearied wing* 

4 Space cannot check, thought cannot bound, 

The high*exulting souls whom he, 
Who formed these million worlds around. 
Takes to his own eternity. 

5 Weep, weep no more ; their voices raise 

The song of triumph high to God ; . 
And wouldst thou join their song of praise. 
Walk humbly in the path they trod. 

761. L. M. Stenxett. 

"It is finished," 

1 " 'T IS finished ! " so the Saviour cried, 
And meekly bowed his head, and died : 
" 'T is finished ! " yes, the race is run, 
The battle fought, the victory won. 
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2 " 'T is finished ! " all that heaven foretold 
By prbphfets in the days of old ;. 

And truths are opened to our view, 
That kings and prophets never knew. 

3 « 'T is finished ! " Son of God, thy power 
Hath triuraphed in this awful hour ; 

And yet x>ux eyes with sorrow see 
; That lil^ to us was death to thee, 

763. CM. BABBAUI.D. 

Christ our Life in Death. 

1 We tread the path our Master trod : 

We bear the cross he bore ; 
And every thorn that wounds our feet 
His temples pierced before. 

2 Oft do our eyes with joy overflow, 

And oft are bathed in tears; 
Yet nought btit heaven our hopee <5a« raise, 
And nought but sin our fears. 

3 We purge our mortal dross away, 

Refining as we run ; 
And while we die to earth and sense, 
Our heaven is here begun. 

763. P. M. Para, from the German. 

A Prayer in Trouble, 

1 Father, I call to thee ! 
Guide me triumphant, or if dying, still guide me ; 
The dark valley brightens if thou art beside me ; 
Even as thou wilt, so guide thou me ! 
God, I acknowledge thee ! 
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2 Godj I ackaowledge theel , , 

As when the leaves are by fiutuma wipds driven, 
So when the stormrcloud of battle is xiyen, 
Fountain of mercy, I call to thee ! = 

Father, O bless thou rae I 

■ ! . 

3 Father, O bless thou mei ' * i 
Calmly my life to thy hands I delivery / 
Be thou its guardian as thou wast its- gfaret ; 

Living or dying, O bless thou me ! 
God, I repose in thee ! 

4 God, I repose in thee ! 

When the sharp terrors of death shall asaaiil me, 
When heart and flesh in the conflict shaB fail me, 
Then to thyself, my God, take thou me! 
Father, I call to thee ! 



764. 11 & 10s. M. L0N0PBLi.0W. 

Peace, 

1 Down the dark future, through long generations, 

The sounds of war grow fainter, and then 

cease ; 
And like a bell with solemn, sweet vibrations, 
I hear once more the voice of Christ say, 

" Peace ! " 

2 Peace ! and no longer, from its bra^jen portals, 

The blast of war's great organ shakes the 
skies ; 
But beautiful as songs of the immortals, 
The holy melodies of love arise. 
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70S. 6s. M. LXJTHES. 

... The Martyred Saints* 

1 Flung to the heedless winds, 

Or on the waters cast, 
Their ashes shall be watched, 

And gathered at the last; 
And from that scattered dust 

Around us and abroad 
Shall spring a plenteous seed 

Of witnesses for God. 

2 The Father hath received 

Their latest living breath ; 
Yet vain is Satan's boast 

Of victory in their death : 
Still, still, though dead, they speafc, 

And trumpet-tongued proclaim 
To many a wakening. land 

The one availing name. 



766. S. M. Ancient Htmnb. 

Hymn for all 8aMs. 

1 For all thy saints, O God, . 

Who strove in Christ to live, 
Who followed him, obeyed, Adored, 
Our grateful hymn receive. 

2 For all thy saints, O God, 

Accept our thankful cry. 
Who counted Christ their great reward, 
And yearned for him to die. 
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3 They all, in life and death, , 

With him, their Lord, in view, 
Learned from thy Holy Spirit's breath, 
To suffer and to do. 

4 For this thy name we bless. 

And humbly pray that we 
May follow them in holiness, 
And live and die in thee. 



767. CM. Akcibnt Hymns. 

TJ^e Martyrs* Triumphs, 

The triumphs of the martyred saints 

The joyous lay demand ; 
The heart delights in song to dwell 

On that victorious banid,-^ 
Those whom the senseless world abhorred, 

Who cast the world aside^ 
Deeming it worthless, for the sake 

Of Christ, their Lord and Guide. 

For him they braved the tyrant's rage. 

The scourge's cruel smart ; 
The wild beast's fang their bodies tore, 

But vanquished not the heart ; 
Like lambs, before the sword they fell, 

Nor cry nor plaint expressed ; 
For patience kept the conscious mind, 

And armed the fearless breast. 

What tongue can tell the crown prepared 

The martyr's brow to grace ? 
His shining robe, his joys unknown, 

Before thy glorious face ? 
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Vouchsafe usj Lord, if anch thy will, 
Clear skies and seasons calm ; 

If not, the martyr's cross to beax, 
And win the martyr's palm. 

708« S. M. Dbummokd. 

A Public Fast. 

1 "Is this a fast for me?" 
Thus saith the Lord our God ; 

" A day for man to vex his soul, 
And feel affliction's rod ? 

2 " No ; is not this alone 
The sacred fast I choose : 

Oppression's yoke to burst in twain^ 
The bands of guilt unloose ? 

3 " To nakedness and want 
Your food and raiment deal, 

To dwell your kindred race among. 
And all their sufferings heal ? 

4 " Then, like the morning ray, 
Shall spring your health and light; 

Before you, righteousness shall shine, 
Behind, my glory bright!" 

769. C. M. WATT8. 

" These are they*ihat came out of great tribulatumJ* 

1 These glorious minds, how bright they shine! 
Whence all their white array ? 
How came they to the happy seats 
Of everlasting day ? 
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From .tdrtoing pains to endless joy^' 

On fiery, wheels they rode ; 
And they have washed their raiment white 

In Jesus' dying blood. 

Now they approach their Father, God, 

And bo\v before his throne ; 
Their warbling harps and sacred songs 

Adore the Holy One. 

Tormenting thirst shall leave their soula^ 

And hunger flee as fast : 
The fruit of life's immortal tree 

Shall be their sweet repast. 

The Lamb shall lead his heavenly flock 

Where living fountains rise, 
And love divine shall wipe away 

All sorrow firom their eyes. 

770, 7S. M. FUBNESB. 

Je8U8 our Guide and Light. 

1 Feeble, helpless, how shall I 
Learn to live and learn to die ? 
Who, O God, my guide shall be ? 
Who shall lead thy child to thee ? 

2 Blessed Father, gracious One, 
Thou hast sent thy hgly Son ; 
He will give the light I need. 
He my trembling steps will lead. 

3 Through this world, uncertain, dim, 
Let me ever learn of him. 

From his precepts wisdom draw. 
Make his life my solemn law. 

60 589 

Digitized by Google 



771. OCCASIONAL. 

4 Thus in deed, and thought, and word, 
Led by Jesus Christ the Lord, 
In my weakness, thus shall I 
Learn to live and learn to die ; — 

6 Learn to live in peace and love, 
Like the perfect ones above ; 
Learn to die without a fear, 
Feeling thee, my Father, near. 



771, S. M. FUMTBSS. 

A Gommtmion Hynrn. 

Here in the broken bread, 

Here, in the cup we take. 

His body and his blood behold, 

Who suffered for our sake. 

O Thou, who didst allow 
Thy Son to suffer thus. 
Father, what more couldst thou have done 
Than thou hast doxie for us ? 

We are persuaded nov 
That nothing can divide 
Thy children from thy boundless love. 
Displayed in Him Vho died ; — 

Who died to make us sure 
Of mercy, truth, and peace, 
And from the power and pains of sin 
To bring a full release. 
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779. CM. Noel. 

Love and OratUude to Christ. 

1 If human kindness meets return, 

And owns the grateful tie ; 
H tender thoughts within us burn 
To feel that friends are nigh ; — 

2 O, shall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitude we owe 
To Him who died our fears to quell, 
And save from death and woe ? 

3 While yet in anguish he surveyed 

Those pangs he would not nee, 
What love his latest words displayed ! 
" Meet, and remember me." 

4 Remember thee ! thy death, thy shamei 

Our sinful hearts to share ! 
O memory, leave no other name 
But his recorded there ! 



778. C. M. Fbothinoham. 

" Bemeniber we." 

1 '' Remember me," the Savioiur said. 

On that forsaken night 
When from his side the nearest fled, 
And death was close in sight. 

2 Through all the following ages' track 

The world remembers yet ; 
With love add worship gazes back, 
And never can forget. 
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3 But who of us has seen his face, 

Or heard the words he said ? 
And none can now his look retrace 
In breaking of the bread. 

4 O blest are they who have not seen, 

And yet believe him still ! 
They know him, when his praise they mean. 
And when they do his will. 

5 We hear his word along onr way ; 

We see his light above ; 
Remember when we strive and pray, 
Remember when we love. 

774. C, M. S. p. Smith. 

One in Christ. 

1 Planted in Christ, the living Vine, 

This day, with one accord. 
Ourselves, with humble faith and joy, 
We yield to thee, O Lord ! 

2 Joined in one body may we be ; 

One inward life partake ; 
One be our heart, one heavenly hope 
In every bosom wake. 

3 In prayer, in effort, tears, and toils, 

One Wisdom be our guide ; 
Taught by one Spirit from above. 
In thee may we abide. 

4 Then, when among the saints in light 

Our joyful spirits shine. 
Shall anthems of immortal praise, 
O Lamb of God, be thine. 
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77t5. P. M. H. Warb, j». 

TAe Progress of Freedom, 
Oppression shall not always reign ; 

There comes a brighter day, 
When freedom, burst from every chain, 

Shall have triumphant way. 
Then right shall over might prevail, 
And truth, like hero armed in mail, 
The hosts of tyrant wrong assail, 

And hold eternal sway. 

What voice shall bid the progress stay 

Of truth's victorious car ? 
What arm arrest the growing day, 

Or quench the solar star ? 
What reckless soul, though stout and strong, 
Shall dare bring back the ancient wrong, 
Oppression's guilty night prolong. 

And freedom's morning bar? 

The hour of triumph comes apace. 

The fated, promised hour. 
When earth upon a ransomed race 

Her bounteous gifts shall shower. 
Ring, Liberty, thy glorious bell ! 
Bid high thy sacred banner swell ! 
Let trump on trump the triumph tell 

Of Heaven's redeeming power. 

776, 6 & 4s. M. Anonymous. 

Prayer for our Country., 
1 God bless our native land ! 
Firm may she ever stand, 
Through storm and night ; 
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When the wild tempests rave, 
Ruler of winds and wave, 
Do thou our country save 
By thy great might. 

2 For her our prayer shall rise 
To God above tiae skies ; 

On him we wait ; 
Thou who hast heard each sigh, 
Watching each weeping eye, 
Be thou fojever nigh ; — r 
God save the state ! 

777, P. M, MiLTOK, altered. 

A Christmas Hymn, 

1 No war nor battle's sound 
Was heard the world around ; 

No hostile chiefs to furious combat ran ; 

But peaceful was the night 

In which the Prince of light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began. 

2 The shepherds on the lawn, 
Before the point of dawn, 

In social circle sat ; while all around 

The gentle fleecy brood, 

Or cropped the flowery food. 
Or slept, or sported on the verdant ground. 

3 When lo ! with ravished ears. 
Each swain delighted hears 

Sweet music, offspring of no mortal hand ; 

Divinely-warbled voice, 

Answering the stringed noise. 
With blissful rapture charmed the listening band. 
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4 They saw a glorious light 
Burst on their wondering sight ; 

Harping in solemn choir, in robes arrayed, 

The helmi^d cherubim 

And sworded seraphim 
Are seen in glittering ranks, with wings displayed. 

5 Sounds of so sweet a tone 
Before were never 'kndwn, 

But when of old the sons of morning sung, 

While God disposed in air 

Each constellation fair. 
And the well-balanced world on hinges hung. 

6 " Hail, hail, auspicious morn ! • 
The Saviour, Christ, is born.'* 

(Such was the immortal seraph's song sublime;) 

" Glory to God in heaven ! 

To man sweet peace be given, 
Sweet peace and friendship to the end of time J " 

778. L. M. W. P. LiTNT. 
Our Forefathers, 

1 When, driven by oppression's rod, 

Our fathers fled beyond the sea, 
Their care was first to honor God, 
And next to leave their children free. 

2 Above the forest's gloomy shade 

The altar and the school appeared ; 
On that the gifts of faith were laid. 
In this their precious hopes were ireared. 

3 The altar and the school still stand, 

The sacred pillars of our trust, 
And jfreedom's sons shall fill the land 
When we are sleeping in the dust. 



505 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



yf©, 780. OCCASIONAL; 

4 Before thine altar, Lord, we bfend, 

With grateful song and Fervent prayer, 
For thou who wast our fathers' friend 
Wilt make our offspring still thy care. 



. ^779, L. M, , Wincheil's Sbi.. 

MisHdinarjf Bymn> 

1 Ye Christian heralds, go, proclaim 
Salvation in Immanuel's name : 
To distant climes the tidings bear, 
And plant the rose of Sharon there. 

* 2 He'll shield you with a wall of fire. 
With holy zeal your hearts inspire, 
Bid raging winds their fury cease. 
And calm the savage breast to peace. 

3 And when our labors all are o'er. 

Then shall we meet to part no more, — 
Meet, with the ransomed throng to fall, 
And crown the Saviour Lord of all. 

780. L. M. Newman. 

Christ always near. 

1 O, say not thou art left of God, 

Because his tokens in the sky 
Thou canst not read ; this earth Christ trod, 
To teach thee he was ever nigh. 

2 He sees beneath the fig tree green 

Nathaniel con his sacred lore ; 
Shouldst thou the closet seek, unseen, 
He enters through the unopened door. 
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3 And when thou liest by slumber bound, 

Outwearied in the Christian fight, 
In glory, girt with saints around, 

He stands above thee through the night. 

4 When friends to Emmaus bend their qourse, 

He joins, although he holds their eyes ; 
Or shouldst thou feel some fever's force, 
He takes thy hand, and bids thee rise. 

6 Or on a voyage, when calms prevail, 
And prison thee upon the sea, 
He walks the wave, he wings the sail, 
The shore is gained, and thou art free. 

T81, L. M. O. W. Holmes. 

Hymn of Trust 

1 O LOVE divine, that stooped to share 

Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear, 
On thee we cast each earth-born care ; 
We smile at pain while thou art near ! 

2 Though long the weary way we tread. 

And sorrow crown each lingering year, 
No path we shun, no darkness dread, 

Our hearts still whispering, thou art near ! 

3 When drooping pleasure turns to grief. 

And trembling faith is changed to fear, 
The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf. 
Shall softly tell us, thou art near ! 

4 On thee we fling our burdening woe, 

O love divine, forever dear, 
Content to suffer, while we know, 
Living and dying, thou art near! 
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789. 



OCCASIONAL. 



789. L. M. DODDBIDGE. 

The one Thing needful, 

1 Why will ye lavish out your years 
Amidst a thousand trifling cares, 
While in this various range of thought 
The one thing needful is forgot ? 

2 Why will ye chase the fleeting wind, 
And famish an immortal mind, 
While angels with regret look down 
To see you spurn a heavenly crown ? 

3 The eternal God calls from above. 
And Jesus pleads his bleeding love ; 
Awakened conscience gives you pain ; 
And shall they join their pleas in vain? 

4 Not so your dying eyes shall view 
Those objects which ye now pursue ; 
Not so shall heaven and hell appear, 
When the decisive hour is near. 

6 Almighty God, thy power impart 
To fix conviction on the heart ; 
Thy power unveils the blindest eyes, 
And makes the haughtiest scorner wise. 
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